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"WHAT DO YOU MEAN...

HUMAN?”

HERE are some ques- fine the limits of "normal man.” The

tions that only small problem of "What’s a robot?" asks

children and very great the question in another way.

philosophers are sup- Some years ago now, Dr. Asimov

posed to ask—questions introduced the Three Laws of

like "What is Death?" and "Where Robotics into science fiction

:

is God?” 1. A robot can not harm, nor allow

And then there are some questions harm to come, to a human being,

that, apparently, no one is supposed 2. A robot must obey the orders

to ask at all, largely, I think, be- of human beings,

cause people have gotten so many 3. A robot must, within those

wrong answers, down through the limits, protect itself against damage,

centuries, that it’s been agreed-by-de- The crucial one is, of course, the

fault to not ask the questions at all. First Law. The point that science fic-

Science fiction, however, by its very tion has elided very deftly is . . .

existence, has been asking one ques- how do you tell a robot what a human

tion that belongs in the "Let’s agree being is?

not to discuss it at all" category—of Look . . . I’ll play robot; you tell

course, simply by implication, but nev- me what you mean by "human be-

ertheless very persistently. To wit: ing." What is this entity-type that

"What do you mean by the term I’m required to leave immune, and

'human being’?” defend? How am I, Robot, to dis-

It asks the question in a number of tinguish between the following cn-

ways; the question of "What is a tities: 1. A human idiot. 2. Another

superman?" requires that we first de- robot. 3. A baby. 4. A chimpanzee.

“WHAT DO YOU MEAN ... HUMAN ?’’ 5



We might, quite legitimately, in-

clude a humanoid alien—or even

Tregonsee, E. E. Smith’s Rigellian

Lensman, and Worsel, the Velantian

—which we, as science-fictioneers,

have agreed fulfill what we really

mean by "human” ! But let’s not make

the problem that tough just yet.

We do, however, have to consider

the brilliant question Dr. W. Ross

Ashby raised: If a mechanic with an

artificial arm is working on an engine,

is the mechanical arm part of the

organism struggling with the environ-

ment, or part of the environment the

organism is struggling with? If I,

Robot, am to be instructed properly,

we must consider human beings with

prosthetic attachments. And, if I am
a really functional robot, then that

implies a level of technology that

could turn up some very fancy

prosthetic devices. Henry Kuttner

some years back had a story about a

man who had, through an accident,

been reduced to a brain in a box;

the box, however, had plug-in connec-

tions whereby it could be coupled to

allow the brain in the box to "be" a

whole spaceship, or a power-exca-

vator, or any other appropriate

machine.

Is this to be regarded as "a robot”

or "a human being" ? Intuitively we
feel that, no matter how many

prosthetic devices may be installed as

replacements, the human being re-

mains.

The theologians used to have a very

handy answer to most of those ques-

tions; a human being, unlike animals

or machines, has a soul. If that is to be

6

included in the discussion, however,

we must also include the associated

problems of distinguishing between

human beings and incubi, succubi,

demons and angels. The problem

then takes on certain other aspects . . .

but the problem remains. History in-

dicates that it was just as difficult to

distinguish between humans and

demons as it is, currently, to dis-

tinguish between humans and robots.

Let’s try a little "truth-table" of

the order that logicians sometimes use,

and that advertisers are becoming

fond of. We can try various suggested

tests, and check off how the various

entities we’re trying to distinguish

compare. (Top—page 7)

You can, of course, continue to ex-

tend this, with all the tests you care

to think of. I believe you’ll find that

you can find no test within the entire

scope of permissible-in-our-society-

evaluations that will permit a clear

distinction between the five entities

above.

Note, too, that that robot you want

to follow the Three Laws is to mod-

ify the Second Law—obedience

—

rather extensively with respect to

children and idiots, after you've told

it how to distinguish between human-

oids and chimpanzees.

There have been a good many wars

fought over the question "What do

you mean . . . human?” To the

Greeks, the peoples of other lands

didn’t really speak languages—which

meant Greek—but made mumbling

noises that sounded like bar-bar-bar,

which proved they were barbarians,

and not really human.

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



Test Idiot Robot Baby Chimp.
Man with

Prosthetic aids

1. Capable of logical

thought. No Yea No No Yea.

2. "Do I not bleed V*

(Merchant of Venice

test.) Yes No Yea Yes Depends.

9. Capable of, speech. Yes Yes No No Yes.

4. "Rational animal" ;

this must be divided

into a. Rational No Yea No No Yes.

b. Animal Yea No Yea Yes Partly.

5. Humanoid form &
size. Yes Yea No Yea Maybe

6. Lack of fur or hair • Yes Yea No Maybe partly.

7. A living being. Yes No Yes Yea Depends on what

test yon use for
"Irving.’*

* A visit to a beach in summer will convince you that some adult male humans hare a thicker pelt than

tome gorillas.

The law should treat all human
beings alike; that’s been held as a

concept for a long, long time. The
Athenians subscribed to that concept.

Of course, barbarians weren’t really

human, so the Law didn't apply to

them, and slaves weren’t; in fact only

Athenian citizens were.

The easy way to make the law

apply equally to all men is to so

define "men” that the thing actually

works. "Equal Justice for All! (All

who axe equal, of course. )
”

This problem of defining what

you mean by "human being” appears

to be at least as prolific a source of

conflict as religion—and may, in fact,

be why religion, that being the rela-

tionship between Man and God, has

been so violent a ferment.

The law never has and never will

apply equally to all; there are in-

feriors and superiors, whether we like

it or not, and Justice does not stem

from applying the same laws equally

to different levels of beings. Before

blowing your stack on that one, look

again and notice that every human cul-

ture has recognized that you could not

have the same set of laws for children

and adults—not since the saurians

lost dominance on the planet has that

concept been workable. (Reptilian

forms are hatched from the egg with

all the wisdom they’re ever going to

have; among reptiles of one species,

there is only a difference of size and

physical strength.)

Not only is there difference on a

vertical scale, but there’s displacement

( Continued on page 160)

‘‘WHAT DO YOU MEAN ... HUMAN ?” 7
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First of Two Parts. Usually, the
toughest part of the job is stating the

problem clearly, and the solution is then

easy. This time the FBI could state the

problem easily; solving it, though was
not. How do you catch a telepathic spy?

BY MARK PHILLIPS

THAT SWEET LITTLE OLD LADY

Illustrated by Freas



"What are we going to call that

sweet little old lady, now that

mother is a dirty word?"

—Dave Foley

I

f 1914, it was enemy

aliens.

In 1930, it was

Wobblies.

In 1957, it was fel-

low travelers.

And, in 1971 . . .

"They could be anywhere,” An-

drew J. Burris said, with an expres-

sion which bordered on exasperated

horror. "They could be all around

us. Heaven only knows.”

He pushed his chair back from his

desk and stood up—a chunky little

man with bright blue eyes and large

hands. He paced to the window and

looked out at Washington, and then

he came back to the desk. A per-

sistent office rumor held that he had

become head of the FBI purely be-

cause he happened to have an initial

/ in his name, but in his case the /

stood for Jeremiah. And, at the mo-

ment, his tone expressed all the hope-

lessness of that Old Testament

prophet’s lamentations.

"We’re helpless,” he said, looking

at the young man with the crisp

brown hair who was sitting across

the desk. "That’s what it is, we’re

helpless.”

Kenneth Malone tried to look de-

pendable. "Just tell me what to do,”

he said.

"You’re a good agent, Kenneth,”

Burris said. "You’re one of the best.

That’s why you’ve been picked for

this job. And I want to say that I

picked you personally. Believe me,

there's never been anything like it

before.”

"I’ll do my best,” Malone said at

random. He was twenty-eight, and

he had been an FBI agent for three

years. In that time, he had, among

other things, managed to break up

a gang of smugglers, track down a

counterfeiting ring, and capture

three kidnapers. For reasons which

he could neither understand nor ex-

plain, no one seemed willing to at-

tribute his record to luck.

"I know you will,” Burris said.

"And if anybody can crack this case,

Malone, you’re the man. It’s just that

—everything sounds so impossible.

Even after all the conferences we've

had.”

"Conferences?” Malone said

vaguely. He wished the chief would

get to the point. Any point. He

smiled gently across the desk and

tried to look competent and depend-

able and reassuring. Burris’ expres-

sion didn't change.

"You’ll get the conference tapes

later,” Burris said. "You can study

them before you leave. I suggest you

study them very carefully, Malone.

Don’t be like me. Don’t get con-

fused.” He buried his face in his

hands. Malone waited patiently. Aft-

er a few seconds, Burris looked up.

"Did you read books when you were

a child?” he asked.

Malone said: "What?”

10 ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



"Books,” Burris said. "When you

were a child. Read them.”

"Sure I did,” Malone said.
"
'Bomba the Jungle Boy,’ and 'Doo-

little,’ and 'Lucky Starr,’ and 'Little

Women’
—

”

"
'Little Women’ ?”

"When Beth died,” Malone said,

"I wanted to cry. But I didn’t.

My father said big boys don’t

cry.”

"And your father was right,”

Burris said. "Why, when I was a

. . . never mind. Forget about Beth

and your father. Think about 'Lucky

Starr’ for a minute. Remember
him?”

"Sure,” Malone said. "I liked

those books. You know, it’s funny,

but the books you read when you’re

a kid, they kind of stay with you.

Know what I mean? I can still re-

member that one about Venus, for

instance. Gee, that was
—

”

"Never mind about Venus, too,”

Burris said sharply. "Keep your

mind on the problem.”

"Yes, sir," Malone said. He paus-

ed. "What problem, sir?” he added.

"The problem we’re discussing,”

Burris said. He gave Malone a

bright, blank stare. "Just listen to

me.”

"Yes, sir."

"All right, then.” Burris took a

deep breath. He seemed nervous.

Once again he stood up and went

to the window. This time, he spoke

without turning. "Remember how
everybody used to laugh about space-

ships, and orbital satellites, and life

on other planets? That was just in

THAT SWEET LITTLE OLD LADY

those 'Lucky Starr’ books. That was

all just for kids, wasn’t it?”

"Well, I don’t know,” Malone

said slowly.

"Sure it was all for kids,” Burris

said. "It was laughable. Nobody took

it seriously.”

"Well, somebody must
—

”

"You just keep quiet and listen,”

Burris said.

"Yes, sir,” Malone said.

Burris nodded. His hands were

clasped behind his back. "We’re not

laughing any more, are we, Ma-
lone?” he said without moving.

There was silence.

"Well, are we?”

"Did you want me to answer,

sir?”

"Of course I did!” Burris snap-

ped.

"You told me to keep quiet

and
—

”

"Never mind what I told you,”

Burris said. "Just do what I told

you.”

"Yes, sir,” Malone said. "No,

sir,” he added after a second.

"No, sir, what?” Burris asked

softly.

"No, sir, we’re not laughing any

more,” Malone said.

"Ah,” Burris said. "And why
aren’t we laughing any more?”

There was a little pause. Malone

said, tentatively: "Because there’s

nothing to laugh about, sir?”

Burris whirled. "On the head!”

he said happily. "You’ve hit the nail

on the head, Kenneth. I knew I could

depend on you.” His voice grew se-

rious again, and thoughtful. "We’re

11



not laughing any more because

there’s nothing to laugh about. We
have orbital satellites, and we’ve

landed on the Moon with an atomic

rocket. The planets are the next step,

and after that the stars. Man’s herit-

age, Kenneth. The stars. And the

stars, Kenneth, belong to Man—not

to the Soviets!”

"Yes, sir,” Malone said soberly.

"So,” Burris said, "we should

learn not to laugh any more. But

have we?”
"I don’t know, sir.”

"We haven’t,” Burris said with

decision. "Cam you read my mind?”
"No, sir,” Malone said.

"Can I read your mind?”
Malone hesitated. At last he said:

"Not that I know of, sir.”

"Well, I can’t,” Burris snapped.

"And can any of us read each other’s

mind?”

Malone shook his head. "No, sir,”

he said.

Burris nodded. "That’s the prob-

lem,” he said. "That’s the case I’m

sending you out to crack.”

This time, the silence was a long

one.

At last, Malone said: “What prob-

lem, sir?”

"Mind reading,” Burris said.

"There's a spy at work in the Ne-
vada plant, Kenneth. And the spy

is a telepath.”

The video tapes were very clear

and very complete. There were a

great many of them, and it was long

after nine o’clock when Kenneth

Malone decided to take a break and

12

get some fresh air. Washington was

a good city for walking, even at

night, and Malone liked to walk.

Sometimes he pretended, even to

himself, that he got his best ideas

while walking, but he knew perfect-

ly well that wasn’t true. His best

ideas just seemed to come to him,

out of nowhere, precisely as the sit-

uation demanded them.

He was just lucky, that was all.

He had a talent for being lucky. But

nobody would ever believe that. A
record like his was spectacular, even

in the annals of the FBI, and Burris

himself believed that the record

showed some kind of superior abil-

ity.

Malone knew that wasn’t true, but

what could he do about it? After all,

he didn’t want to resign, did he? It

was kind of romantic and exciting

to be an FBI agent, even after three

years. A man got a chance to travel

around a lot and see things, and it

was interesting. The pay was pretty

good, too.

The only trouble was that, if he

didn’t quit, he was going to have to

find a telepath.

The notion of telepathic spies just

didn’t sound right to Malone. It

bothered him in a remote sort of

way. Not that the idea of telepathy

itself was alien to him—after all, he

was even more aware than the aver-

age citizen that research had been

going on in that field for something

over a quarter of a century, and that

the research was even speeding up.

But the cold fact that a telepathy-

detecting device had been invented

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



somehow shocked his sense of

propriety, and his notions of privacy.

It wasn’t decent, that was all.

There ought to be something sa-

cred, he told himself angrily.

He stopped walking and looked

up. He was on Pennsylvania Avenue,

heading toward the White House.

That was no good. He went to the

corner and turned off, down the

block. He had, he told himself, noth-

ing at all to see the President about.

Not yet, anyhow.

The streets were dark and very

peaceful. I get my best ideas ivhile

walking, Malone said without con-

vincing himself. He thought back to

the video tapes'.

The report on the original use of

the machine itself had been on one
of the first tapes, and Malone could

still see and hear it. That was one
thing he did have, he reflected; his

memory was pretty good.

Burris had been the first speaker

on the tapes, and he’d given the

serial and reference number in a cold,

matter-of-fact voice. His face had
been perfectly blank, and he looked

just like the head of the FBI people

were accustomed to seeing on their

TV and newsreel screens. Malone
wondered what had happened to him
between the time the tapes had been
made and the time he’d sent for

Malone.

Maybe the whole notion of telep-

athy was beginning to get him, Ma-
lone thought.

Burris recited the standard tape

opening in a rapid mumble: "Any
person or agent unauthorized for this
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tape please refrain from viewing

further, under penalties as prescrib-

ed by law.” Then he looked off, out

past the screen to the left, and said:

"Dr. Thomas O’Connor, of West-

inghouse Laboratories. Will you

come here, Dr. O'Connor?”

Dr. O’Connor came into the light-

ed square of screen slowly, looking

all around him. "This is very fascin-

ating,” he said, blinking in the

lamplight. "I hadn’t realized that

you people took so many precau-

tions
—

”

He was, Malone thought, some-

where between fifty and sixty, tall

and thin with skin so transparent

that he nearly looked like a living

X ray. He had pale blue eyes and

pale white hair and, Malone thought,

if there ever were a contest for the

best-looking ghost, Dr. Thomas

O’Connor would win it hands—or

phalanges—down.

"This is all necessary for the na-

tional security,” Burris said, a little

sternly.

"Oh,” Dr. O’Connor said quick-

ly, ”1 realize that, of course. Natural-

ly. I can certainly see that.”

"Let’s go ahead, shall we?” Bur-

ris said.

O’Connor nodded. "Certainly.

Certainly.”

Burris said: "Well, then,” and

paused. After a second he started

again: "Now, Dr. O’Connor, would

you please give us a sort of verbal

run-down on this for our records?”

"Of course,” Dr. O’Connor said.

He smiled into the video cameras

and cleared his throat. "I take it you
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don’t want an explanation of how
this machine works. I mean: you

don’t want a technical exposition,

do you?”

"No,” Burris said, and added:

"Not by any means. Just tell us what
it does.”

Dr. O’Connor suddenly reminded

Malone of a professor he’d had in

college for one of the law courses.

He had, Malone thought, the same
smiling gravity of demeanor, the

same condescending attitude of abso-

lute authority. It was clear that Dr.

O’Connor lived in a world of his

own, a world that was not even

touched by the common run of

men.

"Well,” he began, "to put it very

simply, the device indicates whether

or not a man’s mental . . . ah . . .

processes are being influenced by

outside ... by outside influences.”

He gave the cameras another little

smile. "If you will allow me, I will

demonstrate on the machine itself.”

He took two steps that carried him
out of camera range, and returned

wheeling a large heavy-looking box.

Dangling from the metal covering

were a number of wires and attach-

ments. A long cord led from the box

to the floor, and snaked out of sight

to the left.

"Now,” Dr. O’Connor said. He
selected a single lead, apparently,

Malone thought, at random. "This

electrode
—

”

"Just a moment, doctor,” Burris

said. He was eying the machine with

a combination of suspicion and awe.

"A while back you mentioned some-

thing about 'outside influences.’

Just what, specifically, does that

mean?”

With some regret, Dr. O’Connor

dropped the lead. "Telepathy,” he

said. "By outside influences, I meant

influences on the mind, such as

telepathy or mind reading of some

nature.”

"I see,” Burris said. "You can de-

tect a telepath with this machine.”

"I’m afraid
—

”

"Well, some kind of a mind read-

er anyhow,” Burris said. "We won’t

quarrel about terms.”

"Certainly not,” Dr. O’Connor

said. The smile he turned on Burris

was as cold and empty as the inside

of Orbital Station One. "What I

meant was ... if you will permit

me to continue . . . that we cannot

detect any sort of telepath or mind

reader with this device. To be frank,

I very much wish that we could; it

would make everything a great deal

simpler. However, the laws of

psionics don’t seem to operate that

way.”

"Well, then,” Burris said, "what

does the thing do?” His face wore

a mask of confusion. Momentarily,

Malone felt sorry for his chief. He
could remember how he’d felt, him-

self, when that law professor had

come up with a particularly baffling

question in class.

“This machine,” Dr. O’Connor

said with authority, "detects the

slight variations in mental activity

that occur when a person’s mind is

being read.”
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"You mean, if my mind were be-

ing read right now—

”

"Not right now,” Dr. O’Connor

said. "You see, the bulk of this ma-

chine is in Nevada; the structure is

both too heavy and too delicate for

transport. And there are other quali-

fications
—

”

"I meant theoretically," Burris

said.

"Theoretically,” Dr. O’Connor be-

gan, and smiled again, "if your mind
were being read, this machine would

detect it, supposing that the machine

were in operating condition and all

of the other qualifications had been

met. You see, Mr. Burris, no matter

how poor a telepath a man may be,

he has some slight ability—even if

only very slight—to detect the fact

that his mind is being read."

"You mean, if somebody were

reading my mind, I’d know it?” Bur-

ris said. His face showed, Malone
realized, that he plainly disbelieved

this statement.

"You would know it,” Dr. O’Con-
nor said, "but you would never

know you knew it. To elucidate: in

a normal person—like you, for in-

stance, or even like myself—the state

of having one's mind read merely

results in a vague, almost subcon-

scious feeling of irritation, something

that could easily be attributed to

minor worries, or fluctuations in

one’s hormonal balance. The hor-

monal balance, Mr. Burris, is
—

”

"Thank you,” Burris said with a

trace of irritation. "I know what

hormones are.”

"Ah. Good,” Dr. O’Connor said

equably. "In any case, to continue:

this machine interprets those specific

feelings as indications that the mind

is being . . . ah . . . ’eavesdropped’

upon.”

You could almost see the quota-

tion marks around what Dr. O’Con-

nor considered slang dropping into

place, Malone thought.

"I see,” Burris said with a disap-

pointed air. "But what do you

mean, it won’t- detect a telepath?

Have you ever actually worked with

a telepath?”

"Certainly we have,” Dr. O’Con-

nor said. "If we hadn’t, how would

we be able to tell that the machine

was, in fact, indicating the presence

of telepathy? The theoretical state of

the art is not, at present, sufficiently

developed to enable us to
—

”

"I see,” Burris said hurriedly.

"Only wait a minute.”

"Yes?”

"You mean you’ve actually got a

real mind reader? You’ve found one?

One that works?”

Dr. O’Connor shook his head sad-

ly. "I’m afraid I should have said,

Mr. Burris, that we did once have

one,” he admitted. "He was, unfor-

tunately, an imbecile, with a mental

age between five and six, as nearly

as we were able to judge.”

"An imbecile?" Burris said. "But

how were you able to
—

”

"He could repeat a person’s

thoughts word for word,” Dr.

O’Connor said. "Of course, he was

utterly incapable of understanding

the meaning behind them. That
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didn't matter; he simply repeated

whatever you were thinking. Rather

disconcerting.”

"I’m sure,” Burris said. "But he

was really an imbecile? There wasn't

any chance of
—

”

"Of curing him?” Dr. O’Connor

said. "None, I'm afraid. We did at

one time feel that there had been a

mental breakdown early in the boy’s

life, and, indeed, it’s perfectly pos-

sible that he was normal for the first

year or so. The records we did man-

age to get on that period, however,

were very much confused, and there

was never any way of telling any-

thing at all, for certain. It’s easy to

see what caused the confusion, of

course: telepathy in an imbecile is

rather an oddity—and any normal

adult would probably be rather hesi-

tant about admitting that he was cap-

able of it. That’s why we have not

found another subject; we must

merely sit back and wait for light-

ning to strike.”

Burris sighed. "I see your prob-

lem,” he said. "But what happened

to this imbecile boy of yours?”

"Very sad,” Dr. O’Connor said.

"Six months ago, at the age of fif-

teen, the boy simply died. He simply

—gave up, and died.”

"Gave up?”

"That was as good an explanation

as our medical department was able

to provide, Mr. Burris. There was

some malfunction, but—we like to

say that he simply gave up. Living

became too difficult for him.”

"All right,” Burris said after a

pause. "This telepath of yours is
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dead, and there aren’t any more

where he came from. Or if there are,

you don’t know how to look for

them. All right. But to get back to

this machine of yours: it couldn't

detect the boy’s ability?”

Dr. O’Connor shook his head.

"No, I’m afraid not. We’ve worked

hard on that problem at Westing-

house, Mr. Burris, but we haven’t

yet been able to find a method of ac-

tually detecting telepaths.”

"But you can detect
—

”

"That’s right,” Dr. O’Connor said.

"We can detect the fact that a man’s

mind is being read.” He stopped,

and his face became suddenly

morose. When he spoke again, he

sounded guilty, as if he were making

an admission that pained him. "Of

course, Mr. Burris, there’s nothing

we can do about a man’s mind being

read. Nothing whatever.” He essayed

a grin that didn’t look very healthy.

"But at least,” he said, "you know

you’re being spied on.”

Burris grimaced. There was a little

silence while Dr. O’Connor stroked

the metal box meditatively, as if it

were the head of his beloved.

At last, Burris said: "Dr. O’Con-

nor, how sure can you be of all

this?”

The look he received made all the

previous conversation seem as warm

and friendly as a Christmas party by

comparison. It was a look that froze

the air of the room into a solid

chunk, Malone thought, a chunk you

could have chipped pieces from, for

souvenirs, later, when Dr. O’Connor

had gone and you could get into the
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room without any danger of being

quick-frozen by the man’s unfriendly

eye.

"Mr. Burris,” Dr. O’Connor said

in a voice that matched the tempera-

ture of his gaze, "please. Remember
our slogan."

Malone sighed. He fished in his

pocket for a pack of cigarettes, found

one, and extracted a single cigarette.

He stuck it in his mouth and started

fishing in various pockets for his

lighter.

He sighed again. He preferred

cigars, a habit he’d acquired from

the days when he’d filched them

from his father’s cigar case, but his

mental picture of the fearless and

alert young FBI agent didn’t include

a cigar. Somehow, remembering his

father as neither fearless nor, exact-

ly, alert—anyway, not the way the

movies and the TV screens liked to

picture the words—he had the im-

pression that cigars looked out of

place on FBI agents.

And it was, in any case, a small

sacrifice to make. He found his light-

er and shielded it from the brisk

wind. He looked out over water at

the Jefferson Memorial, and was sur-

prised that he’d managed to walk as

far as he had. Then he stopped

thinking about walking, and took a

puff of his cigarette, and forced him-

self to think about the job in hand.

Naturally, the Westinghouse gadg-

et had been declared Ultra Top
Secret as soon as it had been worked

out. Virtually everything was, these

days. And the whole group involved

in the machine and its workings had

been transferred without delay to the

United States Laboratories out in

Yucca Flats, Nevada.

Out there in the desert, there just

wasn’t much to do, Malone supposed,

except to play with the machine.

And, of course, look at the scenery.

But when you’ve seen one desert,

Malone thought confusedly, you’ve

seen them all.

So, the scientists ran experiments

on the machine, and they made a

discovery of a kind they hadn’t been

looking for.

Somebody, they discovered, was

picking the brains of the scientists

there.

Not the brains of the people

working with the telepathy machine.

And not the brains of the people

working on the several other Earth-

limited projects at Yucca Flats.

They’d been reading the minds of

some of the scientists working on

the new and highly classified non-

rocket space drive.

In other words, the Yucca Flats

plant was infested with a telepathic

spy. And how do you go about find-

ing a telepath? Malone sighed.

Spies that got information in any of

the usual ways were tough enough

to locate. A telepathic spy was a lot

tougher proposition.

Well, one thing about Andrew J.

Burris—he had an answer for

everything. Malone thought of what

his chief had said: "It takes a thief

to catch a thief. And if the Westing-

house machine won’t locate a tele-

pathic spy, I know what will.”
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"What?” Malone had asked.

"It’s simple,” Burris had said.

"Another telepath. There has to be

one around somewhere. Westing-

house did have one, after all, and

the Russians still have one. Malone,

that's your job: go out and find me
a telepath.”

Burris had an answer for every-

thing, all right, Malone thought. But

he couldn’t see where the answer did

him very much good. After all, if it

takes a telepath to catch a telepath,

how do you catch the telepath you're

going to use to catch the first tele-

path ?

Malone ran that through his mind

again, and then gave it up. It sound-

ed as if it should have made sense,

somehow, but it just didn’t, and that



ground and mashed it out with the

toe of his shoe. Then he looked up.

Out there, over the water, was the

Jefferson Memorial. It stood, white

in the floodlights, beautiful and un-

touchable in the darkness. Malone
stared at it. What would Thomas
Jefferson have done in a crisis like

this?

Jefferson, he told himself without

much conviction, would have been

just as confused as he was.

But he’d have had to find a tele-

path, Malone thought. Malone de-

termined that he would do likewise.

If Thomas Jefferson could do it, the

least he, Malone, could do was to

give it a good try.

There was only one little prob-

lem:

Where, Malone thought, do 1

start looking?

II

Early the next morning, Malone
awoke on a plane, heading across

the continent toward Nevada. He
had gone home to sleep, and he’d

had to wake up to get on the plane,

and now here he was, waking up
again. It seemed,, somehow, like a

vicious circle.

The engines hummed gently as

they pushed the big ship through the

middle stratosphere’s thinly distrib-

uted molecules. Malone looked out

at the purple-dark sky and set him-

self to think out his problem again.

He was still mulling things over

when the ship lowered its landing

gear and rolled to a stop on the big
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field near Yucca Flats. Malone

sighed and climbed slowly out of his

seat. There was a car waiting for him

at the airfield, though, and that

seemed to presage a smooth time;

Malone remembered calling Dr.

O’Connor the night before, and con-

gratulated himself on his foresight.

Unfortunately, when he reached

the main gate of the high double

fence that surrounded the more than

ninety square miles of United States

Laboratories, he found out that en-

trance into that sanctum sanctorum

of Security wasn’t as easy as he’d

imagined—not even for an FBI man.

His credentials were checked with

the kind of minute care Malone had

always thought people reserved for

disputed art masterpieces, and it was

with a great show of reluctance that

the Special Security guards passed

him inside as far as the office of the

Chief Security Qfficer.

There, the Chief Security Officer

himself, a man who could have

doubled for Torquemada, eyed Ma-

lone with ill-concealed suspicion

while he called Burris at FBI head-

quarters back in Washington.

Burris identified Malone on the

video screen and the Chief Security

Officer, looking faintly disappointed,

stamped the agent’s pass and thank-

ed the FBI chief. Malone had the

run of the place.

Then he had to find a courier jeep.

The Westinghouse division, it seem-

ed, was a good two miles away.

As Malone knew perfectly well,

the main portion of the entire Yucca

Flats area was devoted solely to re-
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search on the new space drive which

was expected to make the rocket as

obsolete as the blunderbuss—at least

as far as space travel was concerned.

Not, Malone thought uneasily, that

the blunderbuss had ever been used

for space travel, but

—

He got off the subject hurriedly.

The jeep whizzed by buildings, most

of them devoted to aspects of the

non-rocket drive. The other projects

based at Yucca Flats had to share

what space was left—and that in-

cluded, of course, the Westinghouse

research project.

It turned out to be a single, rather

small white building with a fence

around it. The fence bothered Ma-
lone .a little, but there was no need

to worry; this time he was introduced

at once into Dr. O’Connor’s office.

It was paneled in wallpaper manu-

factured to look like pine, and the

telepathy expert sat behind a large

black desk bigger than any Malone

had ever seen in the FBI offices.

There wasn’t a scrap of paper on the

desk; its surface was smooth and

shiny, and behind it the nearly trans-

parent Dr. Thomas O’Connor was

close to invisible.

He looked, in person, just about

the same as he’d looked on the FBI

tapes. Malone closed the door of the

office behind him, looked for a chair

and didn’t find one. In Dr. O’Con-

nor’s office, it was perfectly obvious,

Dr. O’Connor sat down. You stood,

and were uncomfortable.

Malone took off his hat. He reach-

ed across the desk to shake hands
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with the telepathy expert, and Dr.

O’Connor gave him a limp and

fragile paw. "Thanks for giving me
a little time,” Malone said. "I really

appreciate it.” He smiled across the

desk. His feet were already beginning

to hurt.

"Not at all,” Dr. O’Connor said,

returning the smile with one of his

own special quick-frozen brand. ”1

realize how important FBI work is

to all of us, Mr. Malone. What can

I do to help you?”

Malone shifted his feet. "I’m

afraid I wasn’t very specific on the

phone last night,” he said. "It wasn’t

anything I wanted to discuss over a

line that might have been tapped.

You see, I’m on the telepathy

case.”

Dr. O’Connor’s eyes widened the

merest trifle. "I see,” he said. "Well,

I’ll certainly do everything I can to

help you.”

"Fine,” Malone said. "Let’s get

right down to business, then. The

first thing I want to ask you about

is this detector of yours. I under-

stand it’s too big to carry around

—

but how about making a smaller

model ?”

"Smaller?” Dr. O’Connor permit-

ted himself a ghostly chuckle. "I’m

afraid that isn’t possible, Mr. Ma-

lone. I would be happy to let you

have a small model of the machine

if we had one available—more than

happy. I would like to see such a

machine myself, as a matter of fact.

Unfortunately, Mr. Malone
—

”

"There just isn’t one, right?” Ma-

lone said.
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"Correct,” Dr. O’Connor said.

"And there are a few other factors.

In the first place, the person being

analyzed has to be in a specially

shielded room, such as is used in

encephalographic analysis. Other-

wise, the mental activity of the other

persons around him would interfere

with the analysis.” He frowned a

little. "I wish that we knew a bit

more about psionic machines. The
trouble with the present device,

frankly, is that it is partly psionic

and partly electronic, and we can’t

be entirely sure where one part

leaves off and the other begins. Very

trying. Very trying indeed.”

"I’ll bet it is,” Malone said sym-

pathetically, wishing he understood

what Dr. O’Connor was talking

about.

The telepathy expert sighed.

"However,” he said, "we keep

working at it.” Then he looked at

Malone expectantly.

Malone shrugged. "Well, if I

can’t carry the thing around, I guess

that’s that,” he said. "But here’s the

next question: Do you happen to

know the maximum range of a tele-

path ? I mean : How far away can he

get from another person and still

read his mind?”

Dr. O’Connor frowned again.

"We don’t have definite informa-

tion on that, I’m afraid,” he said.

"Poor little Charlie was rather diffi-

cult to work with. He was mentally

incapable of co-operating in any

way, you see.”

"Little Charlie?”

"Charles O’Nejll was the name of
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the telepath we worked with,” Dr.

O'Connor explained.

"I remember,” Malone said. The

name had been on one of the tapes,

but he just hadn’t associated

"Charles O’Neill” with "Little

Charlie.” He felt as if he’d been

caught with his homework undone.

"How did you manage to find him,

anyway?” he said. Maybe, if he knew

how Westinghouse had found their

imbecile-telepath, he’d have some

kind of clue that would enable him

to find one, too. Anyhow, it was

worth a try.

"It wasn’t difficult in Charlie’s

case,” Dr. O’Connor said. He smiled.

"The child babbled all the time, you

see.”

"You mean he talked about being

a telepath?”

Dr. O’Connor shook his head im-

patiently. "No,” he said. "Not at

all. I mean that he babbled. Literal-

ly. Here: I’ve got a sample recording

in my files.” He got up from his

chair and went to the tall gray filing

cabinet that hid in a far comer of

the pine-paneled room. From a draw-

er he extracted a spool of common
audio tape, and returned to his

desk.

"I’m sorry we didn’t get full video

on this,” he said, "but we didn’t feel

it was necessary.” He opened a panel

in the upper surface of the desk, and

slipped the spool in. "If you like,

there are other tapes
—

”

"Maybe later,” Malone said.

Dr. O’Connor nodded and pressed

the playback switch at the side of the
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great desk. For a second the room
was silent.

Then there was the hiss of empty

tape, and a brisk masculine voice that

overrode it:

"Westinghouse Laboratories,” it

said, "sixteen April nineteen-seventy.

Dr. Walker speaking. The voice you

are about to hear belongs to Charles

O’Neill: chronological age fourteen

years, three months; mental age, ap-

proximately five years. Further data

on this case will be found in the file

O’Neill.”

There was a slight pause, filled

with more tape hiss.

Then the voice began.

".
.

.
push the switch for record

... in the park last Wednesday . .

.

and perhaps a different set of . . .

poor kid never makes any sense in

. . . trees and leaves all sunny with

the . . . electronic components of the

reducing stage might be . . . not as

predictable when others are around

but ... to go with Sally some night

in the . .
.”

It was a childish, alto voice, gab-

bling in a monotone. A phrase

would be spoken, the voice would

hesitate for just an instant, and then

another, totally disconnected phrase

would come. The enunciation and

pronunciation would vary from

phrase to phrase, but the tone re-

mained essentially the same, drained

of all emotional content.

".
. . in receiving psychocerebral

impulses there isn’t any . . . non-

sense and nothing but nonsense all

the . . . tomorrow or maybe Saturday

with the girl . . . tube might be re-
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placeable only if . . . something

ought to be done for the . . . Satur-

day would be a good time for . . .

work on the schematics tonight

if . .

There was a click as the tape was

turned off, and Dr. O’Connor looked

up.

"It doesn’t make much sense,”

Malone said. "But the kid sure has

a hell of a vocabulary for an imbe-

cile.’’

"Vocabulary?” Dr. O’Connor said

softly.

"That’s right,” Malone said.

"Where’d an imbecile get words like

’psychocerebral’ ? I don’t think I

know what that means, myself.”

"Ah,” Dr. O’Connor said. "But

that’s not bis vocabulary, you see.

What Charlie is doing is simply re-

peating the thoughts of those around

him. He jumps from mind to mind,

simply repeating whatever he re-

ceives.” His face assumed the ex-

pression of a man remembering a

bad taste in his mouth. "That’s how

we found him out, Mr. Malone," he

said. "It’s rather startling to look at

a blithering idiot and have him sud-

denly repeat the very thought that’s

in your mind.”

Malone nodded unhappily. It

didn’t seem as if O’Connor’s infor-

mation was going to be a lot of help

as far as catching a telepath was con-

cerned. An imbecile, apparently,

would give himself away if he were

a telepath. But nobody else seemed

to be likely to do that. And imbeciles

didn’t look like very good material

for catching spies with.
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Then he brightened. "Is it pos-

sible that the spy we’re looking for

really isn’t a spy?”

"Eh?”

"I mean, suppose he’s an imbecile,

too? I doubt whether an imbecile

would really be a spy, if you see what

I mean.”

Dr. O’Connor appeared to consid-

er the notion. After a little while he

said: "It is, I suppose, possible. But

the readings on the machine don't

give us the same timing as they did

in Charlie’s case—or even the same

sort of timing.”

"I don’t quite follow you,” Ma-
lone said. Truthfully, he felt about

three miles behind. But perhaps

everything would clear up soon. He
hoped so. On top of everything else,

his feet were now hurting a lot

more.

"Perhaps if I describe one of the

tests we ran,” Dr. O’Connor said,

"things will be somewhat clearer.”

He leaned back in his chair. Malone
shifted his feet again and transferred

his hat from his right hand to his

left hand.

"We put one of our test subjects

in the insulated room,” Dr. O’Con-
nor said, "and connected him to the

detector. He was to read from a book

—a book that was not too common.
This was, of course, to obviate the

chance that some other person nearby

might be reading it, or might have

read it in the past. We picked 'The

Blood is the Death,’ by Hieronymus

Melanchthon, which, as you may
know, is a very rare book indeed.”

"Sure,” Malone said. He had

never heard of the book, but he was,

after all, willing to take Dr. O’Con-

nor’s word for it.

The telepathy expert went on:

"Our test subject read it carefully,

scanning rather than skimming.

Cameras recorded the movements of

his eyes in order for us to tell just

what he was reading at any given

moment, in order to correlate what

was going on in his mind with the

reactions of the machine’s indicators,

if you follow me.”

Malone nodded helplessly.

"At the same time,” Dr. O’Con-

nor continued blithely, "we had

Charlie in a nearby room, recording

his babblings. Every so often, he

would come out with quotations

from 'The Blood is the Death,’ and

these quotations corresponded exact-

ly with what our test subject was

reading at the time, and also corre-

sponded with the abnormal fluctua-

tions of the detector.”

Dr. O’Connor paused. Something,

Malone realized, was expected of

him. He thought of several responses

and chose one. "I see,” he said.

"But the important thing here,”

Dr. O’Connor said, "is the timing.

You see, Charlie was incapable of

continued concentration. He could

not keep his mind focused on anoth-

er mind for very long, before he

hopped to Still another. The actual

amount of time concentrated on any

given mind at any single given pe-

riod varied from a minimum of one

point three seconds to a maximum
of two point six. The timing sam-

THAT SWEET LITTLE OLD LADY 23



pies, when plotted graphically over

a period of several months, formed

a skewed bell curve with a mode at

two point oh seconds.”

"Ah,” Malone said, wondering if

a skewed bell curve was the same

thing as a belled skew curve, and if

not, why not?

"It was, in fact," Dr. O’Connor

continued relentlessly, "a sudden

variation in those timings which

convinced us that there was another

telepath somewhere in the vicinity.

We were conducting a second set of

reading experiments, in precisely the

same manner as the first set, and,

for the first part of the experiment,

our figures were substantially the

same. But
—

” He stopped.

"Yes?” Malone said, shifting his

feet and trying to take some weight

off his left foot by standing on his

right leg. Then he stood on his left

leg. It didn’t seem to do any good.

"I should explain,” Dr. O’Con-

nor said, "that we were conducting

this series with a new set of test sub-

jects: some of the scientists here at

Yucca Flats. We wanted to see if the

intelligence quotients of the subjects

affected the time of contact which

Charlie was able to maintain. Nat-

urally, we picked the men here with

the highest IQ’s, the two men we
have who are in the top echelon of

the creative genius class.” He cleared

his throat. "I did not include my-

self, of course, since I wished to re-

main an impartial observer, as much
as possible.”

"Of course,” Malone said without

surprise.
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"The other two geniuses,” Dr.

O’Connor said, "happen to be con-

nected with the project known as

Project Isle—an operation whose

function I neither know, nor care to

know, anything at all about.”

Malone nodded. Project Isle was

the non-rocket spaceship. Classified.

Top Secret. Ultra-Secret. And, he

thought, just about anything else you

could think of.

"At first,” Dr. O’Connor was say-

ing, "our detector recorded the time

periods of ... ah mental invasion

as being the same as before. Then,

one day, anomalies began to appear.

The detector showed that the minds

of our subjects were being held for

as long as two or three minutes. But

the phrases repeated by Charlie dur-

ing these periods showed that his

own contact time remained the

same- that is, they fell within the

same skewed bell curve as before,

and the mode remained constant if

nothing but the phrase length were

recorded.”

"Hm-m-m,” Malone said, feeling

that he ought to be saying some-

thing.

Dr. O’Connor didn’t notice him.

"At first we thought of errors in the

detector machine,” he went on. "That

worried us not somewhat, since our

understanding of the detector is defi-

nitely limited at this time. We do

feel that it would be possible to re-

place some of the electronic com-

ponents with appropriate symboliza-

tion like that already used in the

purely psionic sections, but we have,

as yet, been unable to determine ex-
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actly which electronic components

must be replaced by what symbolic

components.”

Malone nodded, silently this time.

He had the sudden feeling that Dr.

O’Connor’s flow of words had brok-

en itself up into a vast sea of alpha-

bet soup, and that he, Malone, was

occupied in drowning in it.

"However,” Dr. O’Connor said,

breaking what was left of Malone’s

train of thought, "young Charlie

died soon thereafter, and we decided

to go on checking the machine. It

was during this period that we found

someone else reading the minds of

our test subjects—sometimes for a

few seconds, sometimes for several

minutes.”

"Aha,” Malone said. Things were

beginning to make sense again.

Someone else. That, of course, was

the spy.

”1 found,” Dr. O’Connor said,

"on interrogating the subjects more
closely, that they were, in effect,

thinking on two levels. They were

reading the book mechanically, not-

ing the words and sense, but simply

shuttling the material directly into

their memories without actually

thinking about it. The actual think-

ing portions of their minds were

concentrating on aspects of Project

Isle.”

"In other words,” Malone said,

"someone was spying on them for

information about Project Isle?"

"Precisely,” Dr. O’Connor said

with a frosty, teacher-to-student

smile. "And whoever it was had a

much higher concentration time than

Charlie had ever attained. He seems

to be able to retain contact as long

as he can find useful information

flowing in the mind being read.”

"Wait a minute,” Malone said.

"Wait a minute. If this spy is so

clever, how come he didn’t read

your mind?”

"It is very likely that he has,”

O’Connor said. "What does that

have to do with it?”

"Well,” Malone said, "if he

knows you and your group are work-

ing on telepathy and can detect what

he’s doing, why didn’t he just hold

off on the minds of those geniuses

when they were being tested in your

machine?”

Dr. O’Connor frowned. "I’m

afraid that I can’t be sure,” he said,

and it was clear from his tone that,

if Dr. Thomas O’Connor wasn’t

sure, no one in the entire world was,

had been, or ever would be. "I do

have a theory, however,” he said,

brightening up a trifle.

Malone waited patiently.

"He must know our limitations,”

Dr. O’Connor said at last. "He must

be perfectly well aware that there’s

not a single thing we can do about

him. He must know that we can nei-

ther find nor stop him. Why should

he worry? He can afford to ignore

us—or even bait us. We’re helpless,

and he knows it.”

That, Malone thought, was about

the most cheerless thought he had

heard in some time.

"You mentioned that you had an

insulated room,” the FBI agent said
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after a while. "Couldn't you let your

men think in there?”

Dr. O'Connor sighed. "The room
is shielded against magnetic fields

and electromagnetic radiation. It is

perfectly transparent to psionic

phenomena, just as it is to gravita-

tional fields.”

"Oh,” Malone said. He realized

rapidly that his question had been a

little silly to begin with, since the

insulated room had been the place

where all the tests had been conduct-

ed in the first place. "I don’t want

to take up too much of your time,

doctor,” he said after a pause, "but

there are a couple of other ques-

tions.”

"Go right ahead,” Dr. O’Connor
said. "I’m sure I’ll be able to help

you.”

Malone thought of mentioning

how little help the doctor had been

to date, but decided against it. Why
antagonize a perfectly good scientist

without any reason? Instead, he se-

lected his first question, and asked it.

"Have you got any idea how we
might lay our hands on another tele-

path? Preferably one that’s not an

imbecile, of course.”

Dr. O’Connor’s expression chang-

ed from patient wisdom to irritation.

"I wish we could, Mr. Malone. I

wish we could. We certainly need

one here to help us with our work

—

and I’m sure that your work is im-

portant, too. But I’m afraid we have

no ideas at all about finding another

telepath. Finding little Charlie was

purely fortuitous—purely, Mr. Ma-
lone, fortuitous.”
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"Ah,” Malone said. "Sure. Of
course.” He thought rapidly and dis-

covered that he couldn’t come up

with one more question. As a mat-

ter of fact, he’d asked a couple of

questions already, and he could bare-

ly remember the answers. "Well,” he

said, "I guess that’s about it, then,

doctor. If you come across any-

thing else, be sure and let me
know.”

He leaned across the desk, extend-

ing a hand. "And thanks for your

time,” he added.

Dr. O’Connor stood up and shook

his hand. "No trouble, I assure you,”

he said. "And I’ll certainly give you

all the information I can.”

Malone turned and walked out.

Surprisingly, he discovered that his

feet and legs still worked. He had

thought they’d turned to stone in the

office long before.

It was on the plane back to Wash-

ington that Malone got his first ink-

ling of an idea.

The only telepath that the West-

inghouse boys had been able to turn

up was Charles O’Neill, the youth-

ful imbecile.

All right, then. Suppose there

were another one like him. Imbeciles

weren’t very difficult to locate. Most

of them would be in institutions,

and the others would certainly be on

record. It might be possible to find

someone, anyway, who could be han-

dled and used as a tool to find a tele-

pathic spy.

And— happy thought !
— maybe

one of them would turn out to be a
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high-grade imbecile, or even a

moron.

Even if they only turned up an-

other imbecile, he thought wearily,

at least Dr. O’Connor would have

something to work with.

He reported back to Burris when
he arrived in Washington, told him

about the interview with Dr. O’Con-

nor, and explained what had come
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to seem a rather feeble brainstorm.

"It doesn’t seem too productive,”

Burris said, with a shade of disap-

pointment in his voice, "but we’ll

try it.”

At that, it was a better verdict than

Malone had hoped for. He had noth-

ing to do but wait, while orders went

out to field agents all over the United

States, and quietly, but efficiently, the
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FBI went to work. Agents probed

and pried and poked their noses into

the files and data sheets of every

mental institution in the fifty states

—as far, at any rate, as they were

able.

It was not an easy job. The in-

alienable right of a physician to

refuse to disclose confidences respect-

ing a patient applied even to idiots,

imbeciles, and morons. Not even the

FBI could open the private files of

a licensed and registered psychiatrist.

But the field agents did the best

they could and, considering the cir-

cumstances, their best was pretty

good.

Malone, meanwhile, put in two

weeks sitting glumly at his Wash-
ington desk and checking reports as

they arrived. They were uniformly

depressing. The United States of

America contained more subnormal

minds than Malone cared to think

about. There seemed to be enough
of them to explain the results of any

election you were unhappy over. Un-
fortunately, subnormal was all you

could call them. Not one of them

appeared to possess any abnormal

psionic abilities whatever.

There were a couple who were re-

puted to be poltergeists—but in

neither case was there a single shred

of evidence to substantiate the

claim.

At the end of the second week,

Malone was just about convinced

that his idea had been a total wash-

out. A full fortnight had been spent

on digging up imbeciles, while the

spy at Yucca Flats had been going
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right on his merry way, scooping in-

formation out of the men at Project

Isle as though he were scooping

beans out of a pot. And, very likely,

laughing himself silly at the feeble

efforts of the FBI.

Who could he be?

Anyone, Malone told himself un-

happily. Anyone at all. He could be

the janitor that swept out the build-

ings, one of the guards at the gate,

one of the minor technicians on an-

other project, or even some old

prospector wandering around the

desert with a scintillation counter.

Is there any limit to telepathic

range ?

The spy could even be sitting

quietly in an armchair in the Krem-

lin, probing through several thou-

sand miles of solid earth to peep into

the brains of the men on Project

Isle.

That was, to say the very least, a

depressing idea.

Malone found he had to assume

that the spy was in the United States

—that, in other words, there was

some effective range to telepathic

communication. Otherwise, there

was no point in bothering to con-

tinue the search.

Therefore, he found one other

thing to do. He alerted every agent

to the job of discovering how the

spy was getting his information out

of the country.

He doubted that it would turn up

anything, but it was a chance. And
Malone hoped desperately for it, be-

cause he was beginning to be sure

that the field agents were never go-
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ing to turn up any telepathic imbe-

ciles.

He was right.

They never did.

Ill

The telephone rang.

Malone rolled over on the couch

and muttered under his breath. Was
it absolutely necessary for someone

to call him at seven in the morn-

ing?

He grabbed at the receiver with

one hand, and picked up his cigar

from the ashtray with the other. It

was bad enough to be awakened

from a sound sleep—but when a man
hadn’t been sleeping at all, it was

even worse.

He’d been sitting up since before

five that morning, worrying about

the telepathic spy, and at the mo-

ment he wanted sleep more than he

wanted phone calls.

"Gur?” he said, sleepily and an-

grily, thankful that he’d never had

a visiphone installed in his apart-

ment.

A feminine voice said: "Mr. Ken-

neth J. Malone?”

"Who’s this?” Malone said peev-

ishly, beginning to discover himself

capable of semirational English

speech.

"Long distance from San Fran-

cisco,” the voice said.

"It certainly is,” Malone said.

"Who’s calling?"

"San Francisco is calling,” the

voice said primly.

Malone repressed a desire to tell

the voice off, and said instead

:

"Who in San Francisco?”

There was a momentary hiatus,

and then the voice said: "Mr. Thom-
as Boyd is calling, sir. He says this

is a scramble call.”

Malone took a drag from his

cigar and closed his eyes. Obviously

the call was a scramble. If it had

been clear, the man would have

dialed direct, instead of going

through what Malone now recogniz-

ed as an operator.

"Mr. Boyd says he is the Agent-

in-Charge of the San Francisco of-

fice of the FBI,” the voice offered.

"And quite right, too,” Malone

told her. "All right. Put him on.”

"One moment.” There was a

pause, a click, another pause and

then another click. At last the oper-

ator said: "Your party is ready, sir.”

Then there was still another pause.

Malone stared at the audio receiver.

He began to whistle "When Irish

Eyes Are Smiling.”

"Hello? Malone?”

"I’m here, Tom,” Malone said

guiltily. "This is me. What’s the

trouble?”

"Trouble?” Boyd said. "There

isn’t any trouble. Well, not really.

Or maybe it is. I don't know.”

Malone scowled at the audio re-

ceiver, and for the first time wished

he had gone ahead and had a video

circuit put in, so that Boyd could see

the horrendous expression on his

face.

"Look,” he said. "It’s seven here

and that’s too early. Out there, it’s
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four, and that’s practically ridiculous.

What’s so important?”

He knew perfectly well that Boyd

wasn’t calling him just for the fun

of it. The man was a good agent.

But why a call at this hour?

Malone muttered under his

breath. Then, self-consciously, he

squashed out his cigar and lit a ciga-

rette while Boyd was saying: "Ken,

I think we may have found what

you’ve been looking for.”

It wasn’t safe to say too much,

even over a scrambled circuit. But

Malone got the message without diffi-

culty.

"Yeah?” he said, sitting up on

the edge of the couch. "You sure?”

"Well,” Boyd said, "no. Not ab-

solutely sure. Not absolutely. But it

is worth your taking a personal look,

I think.”

"Ah," Malone said cautiously.

"An imbecile?”

"No,” Boyd said flatly. "Not an

imbecile. Definitely not an imbecile.

As a matter of fact, a hell of a fat

long way from an imbecile.”

Malone glanced at his watch and

skimmed over the airline timetables

in his mind. "I’ll be there nine

o’clock, your time,” he said. "Have
a car waiting for me at the

field.”

As usual, Malone managed to

sleep better on the plane than he’d

been able to do at home. He slept so

well, in fact, that he was still groggy

when he stepped into the waiting

car.

"Good to see you, Ken,” Boyd

said briskly, as he shook Malone’s

hand.

"You, too, Tom,” Malone said

sleepily. "Now what’s all this

about?” He looked around appre-

hensively. "No bugs in this car, I

hope?” he said.

Boyd gunned the motor and head-

ed toward the San Francisco Free-

way. "Better not be,” he said, "or

I’ll fire me a technician or two.”

"Well, then,” Malone said, relax-

ing against the upholstery, "where

is this guy, and who is he? And how
did you find him?”

Boyd looked uncomfortable. It

was, somehow, both an awe-inspir-

ing and a slightly risible sight. Six

feet one and one half inches tall in

his flat feet, Boyd ported around

over two hundred and twenty pounds

of bone, flesh and muscle. He swung

a potbelly of startling proportions

under the silk shirting he wore, and

his face, with its wide nose, small

eyes and high forehead, was half

highly mature, half startlingly child-

like. In an apparent effort to erase

those childlike qualities, Boyd sport-

ed a fringe of beard and a mustache

which reminded Malone of some-

body he couldn’t quite place.

But whoever the somebody was,

his hair hadn’t been black, as

Boyd’s was

—

He decided it didn’t make any dif-

ference. Anyhow, Boyd was speak-

ing-

"In the first place,” he said, "it

isn’t a guy. In the second, I’m not

exactly sure who it is. And in the

third, Ken, I didn’t find it.”
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There was a little silence.

"Don’t tell me,’’ Malone said.

"It’s a telepathic horse, isn’t it ? Tom,
I just don’t think I could stand a

telepathic horse
—

”

"No,’’ Boyd said hastily. "No.

Not at all. No horse. It’s a dame. I

mean a lady.” He looked away from

the road and dashed a glance at Ma-
lone. His eyes seemed to be pleading

for something—understanding, pos-

sibly, Malone thought. "Frankly,”

Boyd said, "I’d rather not tell you

anything about her just yet. I’d rather

you met her first. Then you could

make up your own mind. All right?”

"All right,” Malone said wearily.

"Do it your own way. How far do

we have to go ?”

"Just about an hour’s drive,”

Boyd said. "That’s all.”

Malone slumped back in the seat

and pushed his hat over his eyes.

"Fine,” he said. "Suppose you wake
me up when we get there.”

But, groggy as he was, he couldn’t

sleep. He wished he’d had some cof-

fee on the plane. Maybe it would

have made him feel better.

Then again, coffee was only cof-

fee. True, he had never acquired his

father’s taste for gin, but there was

always bourbon.

He thought about bourbon for a

few minutes. It was a nice thought.

It warmed him and made him feel a

lot better. After a while, he even felt

awake enough to do some talking.

He pushed his hat back and strug-

gled to a reasonable sitting position.

"I don’t suppose you have a drink

hidden away in the car somewhere?”
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he said tentatively. "Or would the

technicians have found that, too?”

"Better not have,” Boyd said in

the same tone as before, "or I’ll fire

a couple of technicians.” He grinned

without turning. "It’s in the door

compartment, next to the forty-five

cartridges and the Tommy gun.”

Malone opened the compartment

in the thick door of the car and ex-

tracted a bottle. It was brandy in-

stead of the bourbon he had been

thinking about, but he discovered

that he didn’t mind at all. It went

down as smoothly as milk.

Boyd glanced at it momentarily as

Malone screwed the top back on.

"No,” Malone said in answer to

the unspoken question. "You’re

driving.” Then he settled back again

and tipped his hat forward.

He didn’t sleep a wink. He was

perfectly sure of that. But it wasn’t

over two seconds later that Boyd
said: "We’re here, Ken. Wake up.”

"Whadyamean, wakeup,” Malone

said. "I wasn’t asleep.” He thumbed

his hat back and sat up rapidly.

"Where’s 'here’?”

"Bayview Neuropsycbiatric Hospi-

tal,” Boyd said. "This is where Dr.

Harman works, you know.”

"No,” Malone said. "As a matter

of fact, I don’t know. You didn’t tell

me—remember? And who is Dr.

Harman, anyhow?”

The car was moving up a long,

curving driveway toward a large,

lawn-surrounded building. Boyd

spoke without looking away from the

road.

"Well,” he said, "this Dr. Willard
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Harman is the man who phoned us

yesterday. One of my field agents

was out here asking around about

imbeciles and so on. Found nothing,

by the way. And then this Dr. Har-

man called, later. Said he had some-

one here I might be interested in. So

I came on out myself for a look, yes-

terday afternoon . . . after all, we
had instructions to follow up every

possible lead.”

"I know,” Malone said. "I wrote

them.”

"Oh,” Boyd said. "Sure. Well,

anyhow, I talked to this dame.

Lady.”

"And?”
"And I talked to her,” Boyd said.

"I’m not entirely sure of anything

myself. But . . . well, hell. You take

a look at her.”

He pulled the car up to a parking

space, slid nonchalantly into a slot

marked Reserved—Executive Direc-

tor Sutton, and slid out from under

the wheel while Malone got out the

other side.

They marched up the broad steps,

through the doorway and into the

glass-fronted office of the reception-

ist.

Boyd showed her his little golden

badge, and got an appropriate gasp.

"FBI,” he said. "Dr. Harman’s ex-

pecting us.”

The wait wasn’t over fifteen sec-

onds. Boyd and Malone marched

down the hall and around a couple

of corners, and came to the doctor’s

office. The door was opaqued glass

with nothing but a room number
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stenciled on it. Without ceremony,

Boyd pushed the door open. Malone

followed him inside.

The office was small but sunny.

Dr. Willard Harman sat behind a

blond-wood desk, a chunky little

man with crew-cut blond hair and

rimless eyeglasses, who looked about

thirty-two and couldn’t possibly,

Malone thought, have been anywhere

near that young. On a second look,

Malone noticed a better age indica-

tion in the eyes and forehead, and

revised his first guess upward be-

tween ten and fifteen years.

"Come in, gentlemen,” Dr. Har-

man boomed. His voice was that

rarity, a really loud high tenor.

"Dr. Harman,” Boyd said, "this

is my superior, Mr. Malone. We’d

like to have a talk with Miss Thomp-

son.”

"I anticipated that, sir," Dr. Har-

man said. "Miss Thompson is in the

next room. Have you explained to

Mr. Malone that
—

”

"I haven’t explained a thing,”

Boyd said quickly, and added in

what was obviously intended to be

a casual tone: "Mr. Malone wants

to get a picture of Miss Thompson

directly—without any preconcep-

tions.”

"I see,” Dr. Harman said. "Very

well, gentlemen. Through this door.”

He opened the door in the right-

hand wall of the room, and Malone

took one look. It was a long, long

look. Standing framed in the door-

way, dressed in the starched white

of a nurse’s uniform, was the most

beautiful blonde he had ever seen.
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She had curves. She definitely had

curves. As a matter of fact, Malone
didn’t really think he had ever seen

curves before. These were something

new and different and truly three-

dimensional. But it wasn’t the

curves, or the long straight lines of

her legs, or the quiet beauty of her

face, that made her so special. After

all, Malone had seen legs and bodies

and faces before.

At least, he thought he had. Off-

hand, he couldn’t remember where.

Looking at the girl, Malone was
ready to write brand-new definitions

for every anatomical term. Even a

term like "hands.” Malone had

never seen anything especially arous-

ing in the human hand before—any-

way, not when the hand was just

lying around, so to speak, attached

to its wrist but not doing anything

in particular. But these hands, long,

slender and tapering, white and cool-

looking . . .

And yet, it wasn’t just the sheer

physical beauty of the girl. She had

something else, something more and

something different. (Something

borrowed, Malone thought in a semi-

delirious haze, and something blue.)

Personality? Character? Soul?

Whatever it was, Malone decided,

this girl had it. She had enough of

it to supply the entire human race,

and any others that might exist in

the Universe. Malone smiled at the

girl and she smiled back.

After seeing the smile, Malone
wasn’t sure he could still walk even-

ly. Somehow, though, he managed

to go over to her and extend his
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hand. The notion that a telepath

would turn out to be this mind-sear-

ing Epitome had never crossed his

mind, but now, somehow, it seemed

perfectly fitting and proper.

"Good morning, Miss Thomp-
son,” he said in what he hoped was

a winning voice.

The smile disappeared. It was like

the sun going out.

The vision appeared to be trou-

bled. Malone was about to volunteer

his help—if necessary, for the next

seventy years—when she spoke.

"I’m not Miss Thompson,” she

said.

"This is one of our nurses,” Dr.

Harman put in. "Miss Wilson, Mr.

Malone. And Mr. Boyd. Miss

Thompson, gentlemen, is over

there.”

Malone turned.

There, in a corner of the room,

an old lady sat. She was a small old

lady, with apple-red cheeks and

twinkling eyes. She held some knit-

ting in her hands, and she smiled

up at the FBI men as if they were

her grandsons come for tea and

cookies, of a Sunday afternoon.

She had snow-white hair that

shone like a crown around her old

head in the lights of the room. Ma-

lone blinked at her. She didn’t dis-

appear.

"You’re Miss Thompson?” he

said.

She smiled sweetly. "Oh, my, no,”

she said.

There was a long silence. Malone

looked at her. Then he looked at the
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unbelievably beautiful Miss Wilson.

Then he looked at Dr. Harman. And,

at last, he looked at Boyd.

"All right,” he said. "I get it.

You’re Miss Thompson.”

“Now, wait a minute, Malone,”

Boyd began.

“Wait a minute?” Malone said.

“There are four people here, not

counting me. I know I’m not Miss

Thompson. I never was, not even as

a child. And Dr. Harman isn’t, and

Miss Wilson isn’t, and Whistler’s

Great-Grandmother isn’t, either. So

you must be. Unless she isn’t here.

Or unless she’s invisible. Or unless

I’m crazy.”

“It isn’t you, Malone,” Boyd said.

"What isn’t me?”
“That’s crazy,” Boyd said.

“O.K.,” Malone said. “I’m not

crazy. Then will somebody please

tell me—

”

The little old lady cleared her

throat. A silence fell. When it was

complete she spoke, and her voice

was as sweet and kindly as anything

Malone had ever heard.

“You may call me Miss Thomp-
son,” she said. “For the present, at

any rate. They all do here. It’s a

pseudonym I have to use.”

“A pseudonym?” Malone said.

“You see, Mr. Malone,” Miss

Wilson began.

Malone stopped her. “Don’t talk,”
'

he said. "I have to concentrate and

if you talk I can barely think.” He
took off his hat suddenly, and began

twisting the brim in his hands. “You
understand, don’t you?”

The trace of a smile appeared

on her face. “I think I do,” she said.

"Now,” Malone said, “you’re Miss

Thompson, but not really, -because

you have to use a pseudonym.” He

blinked at the little old lady.

“Why?”
“Well,” she said, “otherwise peo-

ple would find out about my little

secret.”

“Your little secret,” Malone said.

"That’s right,” the little old lady

said. "I’m immortal, you see.”

Malone said: "Oh.” Then he kept

quiet for a long time. It didn’t seem

to him that anyone in the room was

breathing.

He said: "Oh,” again, but it

didn’t sound any better than it had

the first time. He tried another

phrase. "You’re immortal,” he said.

“That’s right,” the little old lady

agreed sweetly.

There was only one other question

to ask, and Malone set his teeth

grimly and asked it. It came out just

a trifle indistinct, but the little old

lady nodded.

“My real name?” she said. "Eliza-

beth. Elizabeth Tudor, of course. I

used to be Queen.”

“Of England,” Malone said faint-

ty-

“Malone, look
—

” Boyd began.

“Let me get it all at once,” Ma-

lone told him. “I’m strong. I can

take it.” He twisted his hat again

and turned back to the little old lady.

"You’re immortal, and you're not

really Miss Thompson, but Queen

Elizabeth I?” he said slowly.

"That’s right,” she said. "How
clever of you. Of course, after little
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Jimmy—cousin Mary’s boy, I mean
—said I was dead and claimed the

Throne, I decided to change my name
and all. And that’s what I did. But

I am Elizabeth Regina.” She smiled,

and her eyes twinkled merrily. Ma-
lone stared at her for a long minute.

Burris, he thought, is going to

love this.

"Oh, I’m so glad,” the little old

lady said. "Do you really think he

will? Because I’m sure I'll like your

Mr. Burris, too. All of you FBI men
are so charming. Just like poor, poor

Essex.”

Well, Malone told himself, that

was that. He’d found himself a tele-

path.

And she wasn’t an imbecile.

Oh, no. That would have been

simple.

Instead, she was battier than a

cathedral spire.

The long silence was broken by

the voice of Miss Wilson.

"Mr. Malone,” she said, "you’ve

been thinking.” She stopped. "I

mean, you've been so quiet.”

"I like being quiet,” Malone said

patiently. "Besides
—

” He stopped

and turned to the little old lady. Can

you really read my mind? he thought

deliberately. After a second he add-

ed: ..
.
your majesty?

"How sweet of you, Mr. Malone,”

she said. "Nobody’s called me that

for centuries. But of course I can.

Although it’s not reading, really.

After all, that would be like asking

if I can read your voice. Of course

I can, Mr. Malone.”
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"That does it,” Malone said. "I’m

not a hard man to convince. And
when I see the truth, I’m the first

one to admit it, even if it makes me
look like a nut.” He turned back to

the little old lady. "Begging your

pardon,” he said.

"Oh, my,” the little old lady said.

"I really don’t mind at all. Sticks

and stones, you know, can break my
bones. But being called nuts, Mr.

Malone, can never hurt me. After

all, it’s been so many years—so many
hundreds of years

—

”

"Sure,” Malone said easily.

Boyd broke in. "Listen, Malone,”

he said, "do you mind telling me
what is going on?”

"It’s very simple,” Malone said.

"Miss Thompson here . . .
pardon

me; I mean Queen Elizabeth I . . .

really is a telepath. That’s all. I think

I want to lie down somewhere until

it goes away.”

"Until what goes away?” Miss

Wilson said.

Malone stared at her almost with-

out seeing her, if not quite. "Every-

thing,” he said. He closed his eyes.

"My goodness,” the little old lady

said after a second. "Everything’s so

confused. Poor Mr. Malone is ter-

ribly shaken up by everything.” She

stood up, still holding her knitting,

and went across the room. Before

the astonished eyes of the doctor and

nurse, and Tom Boyd, she patted the

FBI agent on the shoulder. "There,

there, Mr. Malone,” she said. "It

will all be perfectly all right. You’ll

see.” Then she returned to her seat.

Malone opened his eyes. He turned
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to Dr. Harman. "You called up Boyd

here,” he said, "and told him that

. . . er . . . Miss Thompson was a

telepath. Howd’ you know?”

"It’s all right,” the little old lady

put in from her chair. "I don’t mind

your calling me Miss Thompson, not

right now, anyhow.”

"Thanks,” Malone said faintly.

Dr. Harman was blinking in a

kind of befuddled astonishment.

"You mean she really is a
—

” He
stopped and brought his tenor voice

to a squeaking halt, regained his pro-

fessional poise, and began again.

"I’d rather not discuss the patient in

her presence, Mr. Malone,” he said.

"If you’ll just come into my of-

fice
—

”

"Oh, bosh, Dr. Harman,” the lit-

tle old lady said primly. "I do wish

you’d give your own Queen credit

for some ability. Goodness knows

you think you’re smart enough.”

"Now, now, Miss Thompson,” he

said in what was obviously his best

Grade A Choice Government In-

spected couchside manner. "Don’t

".
. . Upset yourself,” she finished

for him. "Now, really, doctor. I

know what you’re going to tell

them.”

"But Miss Thompson, I
—

”

"You didn’t honestly think I -was

a telepath,” the little old lady said.

"Heavens, we know that. And
you’re going to tell them how I used

to say I could read minds . . . oh,

years and years ago. And because of

that you thought it might be worth

while to tell the FBI about me

—
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which wasn’t very kind of you, doc-

tor, before you know anything about

why they wanted somebody like

me.”

"Now, now, Miss Thompson,"

Miss Wilson said, walking across

the room to put an arm around the

little old lady’s shoulder. Malone

wished for one brief second that he

were the old little old lady. Maybe
if he were a patient in the hospital

he would get the same treatment.

He wondered if he could possibly

work such a deal.

Then he wondered if it would be

worth while, being nuts. But of

course it would. He was nuts any-

how, wasn’t he?

Sure, he told himself. They were

all nuts.

"Nobody’s going to hurt you,”

Miss Wilson said. She was talking to

the old lady. "You’ll be perfectly all

right and you don’t have to worry

about a thing.”

"Oh, yes, dear, I know that,” the

little old lady said. "You only want

to help me, dear. You’re so kind.

And these FBI men really don't

mean any harm. But Dr. Harman
didn’t know that. He just thinks I’m

crazy and that’s all.”

"Please, Miss Thompson—” Dr.

Harman began.

"Just crazy, that’s all,” the little

old lady said. She turned away for a

second and nobody said anything.

Then she turned back. "Do you all

know what he’s thinking now?” she

said. Dr. Harman turned a dull pur-

ple, but she ignored him. "He’s
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wondering why I didn’t take die

trouble to prove all this to you years

ago. And besides that, he’s thinking

about
—

”

"Miss Thompson,” Dr. Harman
said. His bedside manner had crack-

ed through and his voice was harsh

and strained. "Please.”

"Oh, all right,” she said, a little

petulantly. "If you want to keep all

that private.”

Malone broke in suddenly, fascin-

ated. "Why didn’t you prove you

were telepathic before now?" he

said.

The little old lady smiled at him.

"Why, because you wouldn’t have

believed me,” she said. She dropped

her knitting neatly in her lap and

folded her hands over it. "None of

you wanted to believe me," she said,

and sniffed. Miss Wilson moved
nervously and she looked up. "And
don’t tell me it’s going to be all

right. I know it’s going to be all

right. I’m going to make sure of

that.”

Malone felt a sudden chill. But it

was obvious, he told himself, that the

little old lady didn’t mean what she

was saying. She smiled at him again,

and her smile was as sweet and guile-

less as the smile on the face of his

very own sainted grandmother.

Not that Malone remembered his

grandmother; she had died before

he’d been born. But if he’d had a

grandmother, and if he’d remember-

ed her, he was sure she would have

had the same sweet smile.

So she couldn’t have meant what

she’d said. Would Malone’s own
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grandmother make things difficult

for him? The very idea was ridicu-

lous.

Dr. Harman opened his mouth,

apparently changed his mind, and

shut it again. The little old lady

turned to him.

"Were you going to ask why I

bothered to prove anything to Mr.

Malone?” she said. "Of course you

were, and I shall tell you. It’s be-

cause Mr. Malone wanted to believe

me. He wants me. He needs me. I’m

a telepath, and that’s enough for Mr.
Malone. Isn’t it?”

"Gur,” Malone said, taken by sur-

prise. After a second he added: "I

guess so.”

"You see, doctor?” the little old

lady said.

"But you
—

” Dr. Harman began.

"I read minds,” the little old lady

said. "That’s right, doctor. That’s

what makes me a telepath.”

Malone’s brain was whirling rap-

idly, like a distant galaxy. "Tele-

path” was a nice word, he thought.

How did you telepath from a road?

Simple.

A road is paved.

Malone thought that was pretty

funny, but he didn’t laugh. He
thought he would never laugh again.

He wanted to cry, a little, but he

didn’t think he’d be able to manage
that either.

He twisted his hat, but it didn’t

make him feel any better. Gradually,

he became aware that the little old

lady was talking to Dr. Harman
again.

"But,” she said, "since it will make

you feel so much better, doctor, we
give you our Royal permission to

retire, and to speak to Mr. Malone

alone."

"Malone alone,” Dr. Harman
muttered. "Hm-m-m. My. Well.” He
turned and seemed to be surprised

that Malone was actually standing

near him. "Yes,” he said. "Well.

Mr. Alone . . . Malone . . .
please,

whoever you are, just come into my
office, please?”

Malone looked at the little old

lady. One of her eyes closed and

opened. It was an unmistakable

wink.

Malone grinned at her in what he

hoped was a cheerful manner. "All

right,” he said to die psychiatrist,

"let’s go.” He turned with the barest

trace of regret, and Boyd followed

him. Leaving the little old lady and,

unfortunately, the startling Miss

Wilson, behind, the procession filed

back into Dr. Harman's office.

The doctor closed the door, and

leaned against it for a second. He
looked as though someone had sud-

denly revealed to him that the world

was square. But when he spoke his

voice was almost even.

"Sit down, gentlemen,” he said,

and indicated chairs. "I really . . .

well, I don’t know what to say. All

this time, all these years, she’s been

reading my mind! My mind. She’s

been reading . . . looking right into

my mind, or whatever it is.”

"Whatever what is?” Malone ask-

ed, sincerely interested. He had

dropped gratefully into a chair near
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Boyd’s, across the desk from Dr.

Harman.

"Whatever my mind is,” Dr. Har-

man said. "Reading it. Oh, my.”

"Dr. Harman,” Malone began,

but the psychiatrist gave him a

bright blank stare.

"Don’t you understand ?” he said.

"She’s a telepath.”

"We—"
The phone on Dr. Harman’s desk

chimed gently. He glanced at it and

said: "Excuse me. The phone.” He
picked up the receiver and said:

"Hello?”

There was no image on the

screen.

But the voice was image enough.

"This is Andrew J. Burris,” it said.

"Is Kenneth
J. Malone there?”

"Mr. Malone?” the psychiatrist

said. "I mean, Mr. Burris? Mr. Ma-
lone is here. Yes. Oh, my. Do you

want to talk to him?”

"No, you idiot,” the voice said.

"I just want to know if he’s all tuck-

ed in.”

"Tucked in?” Dr. Harman gave

the phone a sudden smile. "A joke,”

he said. "It is a joke, isn’t it? The
way things have been happening,

you never know whether
— ’’

"A joke,” Burris’ voice said.

"That’s right. Yes. Am I talking to

one of the patients?”

Dr. Harman gulped, got mad, and

thought better of it. At last he said,

very gently: "I’m not at all sure,”

and handed the phone to Malone.

The FBI agent said: "Hello, chief.

Things are a little confused.”

Burris’ face appeared on the
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screen. "Confused, sure,” he said. "I

feel confused already.” He took a

breath. "I called the San Francisco

office, and they told me you and

Boyd were out there. What’s going

on?”

Malone said cautiously: "We’ve
found a telepath.”

Burris' eyes widened slightly. "An-

other one?”

"What are you talking about,

another one?” Malone said. "We
have one. Does anybody else have

any more?”
- "Well,” Burris said, "we just got

a report on another one—maybe.

Besides yours, I mean.”

"I hope the one you’ve got is in

better shape than the one I’ve got,”

Malone said. He took a deep breath,

and then spat it all out at once: "The
one we’ve found is a little old lady.

She thinks she’s Queen Elizabeth I.

She’s a telepath, sure, but she’s

nuts."

"Queen Elizabeth?” Burris said.

"Of England?”

"That’s right,” Malone said. He
held his breath.

"Damn it,” Burris exploded,

"they’ve already got one”

Malone sighed. "This is another

one,” he said. "Or, rather, the orig-

inal one. She also claims she’s im-

mortal.”

"Lives forever?” Burris said.

"You mean like that?”

"Immortal,” Malone said. "Right.”

Burris nodded. Then he looked

worried. "Tell me, Malone,” he

said. "She isn’t, is she?”

"Isn’t immortal, you mean?” Ma-
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lone said. Burris nodded. Malone

said confidently: "Of course not.”

There was a little pause. Malone
thought things over.

Hell, maybe she was immortal.

Stranger things had happened, had-

n’t they?

He looked over at Dr. Harman.

"How about that?” he said. "Could

she be immortal?”

The psychiatrist shook his head de-

cisively. "She’s been here for over

forty years, Mr. Malone, ever since

her late teens. Her records show all

that, and her birth certificate is in

perfect order. Not a chance.”

Malone sighed and turned back to

the phone. "Of course she isn’t im-

mortal, chief,” he said. "She could-

n’t be. Nobody is. Just a nut.”

"I was afraid of that,” Burris said.

"Afraid?” Malone said.

Burris nodded. "We’ve got anoth-

er one—if he checks out," he said.

"Right here in Washington—St.

Elizabeths.”

"Another nut?”

"Strait-jacket case,” Burris said.

"Delusions of persecution. Paranoia.

And a lot of other things I can’t

pronounce. But I’m sending him on

out to Yucca Flats anyhow, under

guard. You might find a use for

him.”

"Oh, sure,” Malone said.

"We can’t afford to overlook, a

thing,” Burris said.

Malone sighed. "I know,” he

said. "But all the same
—

”

"Don’t worry about a thing, Ma-
lone,” Burris said with a palpably

false air of confidence. "You get
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this Queen Elizabeth of yours out of

there and take her to Yucca Flats,

too.”

Malone considered the possibili-

ties. Maybe they would find more

telepaths. Maybe all the telepaths

would be nuts. It didn’t seem un-

likely. Imagine having a talent that

nobody would believe you had. It

might very easily drive you crazy

to be faced with a situation like

that.

And there they would be in Yucca

Flats. Kenneth
J. Malone, and a con-

vention of looney-bin inhabitants.

Fun!

Malone began to wonder why he

had gone into FBI work in the first

place.

"Listen, chief,” he said. "I
—

"

"Sure, I understand,” Burris said

quickly. "She’s batty. But what else

can we do? Malone, don’t do any-

thing you’ll regret.”

"What?”
"I mean, don’t resign.”

"Chief, how did you know

—

you’re not telepathic too, are you?”

"Of course not,” Burris said. "But

that’s what I would do in your place.

And don’t do it.”

"Look, chief,” Malone said.

"These nuts
—

”

"Malone, you’ve done a wonder-

ful job so far,” Burris said. "You’ll

get a raise and a better job when all

this is over. Who else would have

thought of looking in the twitch-

bins for telepaths? But you did, Ma-

lone, and I’m proud of you, and

you’re stuck with it. We’ve got to

use them now. We have to find that
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spy!” He took a breath. "On to

Yucca Flats!” he said.

Malone gave up. "Yes, sir,” he

said. "Anything else?”

"Not right now,” Burris said. "If

there is, I'll let you know.”

Malone hung up unhappily as the

image vanished. He looked at Dr.

Harman. "Well,” he said, "that’s

that. What do I have to do to get a

release for Miss Thompson?”
Harman stared at him. "But, Mr.

Malone,” he said, "that just isn’t

possible. Really. Miss Thompson is

a ward of the state, and we couldn't

possibly allow her release without a

court order.”

Malone thought that over. "O.K.,”

he said at last. "I can see that.” He
turned to Boyd. "Here’s a job for

you, Tom,” he said. "Get one of the

judges on the phone. You’ll know
which one will do us the most good,

fastest.”

"Hm-m-m,” Boyd said. "Say

Judge Dunning,” he said. "Good
man. Fast worker.”

”1 don’t care who,” Malone said.

"Just get going, and get us a release

for Miss Thompson.” He turned

back to the doctor. "By the way,”

he said, "has she got any other

name? Besides Elizabeth Tudor, I

mean,” he added hurriedly.

"Her full name,” Dr. Harman
said, "is Rose Walker Thompson.

She is not Queen Elizabeth I, II, or

XXVIII, and she is not immortal.”

"But she is,” Malone pointed out,

"a telepath. And that’s why I want

her.”

"She may,” Dr. Hannan said, "be

a telepath.” It was obvious that he

had partly managed to forget the

disturbing incidents that had hap-

pened a few minutes before. "I don’t

even want to discuss that part of it.”

"O.K., never mind it,” Malone

said agreeably. "Tom, get us a court

order for Rose Walker Thompson.

Effective yesterday—day before, if

possible.”

Boyd nodded, but before he could

get to the phone Dr. Harman spoke

again.

"Now, wait a moment, gentle-

men,” he said. "Court order or no

court order. Miss Thompson is defi-

nitely not a well woman, and I can’t

see my way clear to—”
"I’m not well myself,” Malone

said. "I need sleep and I probably

have a cold. But I’ve got to work

for the national security, and
—

”

"This is important,” Boyd put in.

"I don’t dispute that,” Dr. Har-

man said. "Nevertheless, I
—

”

The door that led into the other

room suddenly burst open. The three

men turned to stare at Miss Wilson,

who stood in the doorway for a long

second and then stepped into the of-

fice, closing the door quietly behind

her.

"I’m sorry to interrupt,” she said.

"Not at all,” Malone said. "It’s a

pleasure to have you. Come again

soon.” He smiled at her.

She didn’t smile back. "Doctor,”

she said, "you better talk to Miss

Thompson. I’m not at all sure what

I can do. It’s something new.”

"New?” he said. The worry lines
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on his face were increasing, but he

spoke softly.

"The poor dear thinks she’s going

to get out of the hospital now,” Miss

Wilson said. "For some reason, she’s

convinced that the FBI is going to

get her released, and
—

"

As she saw the expressions on

three faces, she stopped.

"What’s wrong?” she said.

"Miss Wilson,” Malone said, "we
. . . may I call you by your first

name?”

"Of course, Mr. Malone,” she

said.

There was a little silence.

"Miss Wilson,” Malone said,

"what is your first name?”
She smiled now, very gently. Ma-

lone wanted to walk through moun-
tains, or climb fire. He felt confused,

but wonderful. "Barbara,” she said.

"Lovely,” he said. "Well, Bar-

bara . . . and please call me Ken. It’s

short for Kenneth.”

The smile on her face broadened.

"I thought it might be,” she said.

"Well,” Malone said softly, "it is.

Kenneth. That’s my name. And
you’re Barbara.”

Boyd cleared his throat.

"Ah," Malone said. "Yes. Of
course. Well, Barbara . . . well,

that’s just what we intend to do.

Take Miss Thompson away. We
need her—badly.”

Dr. Harman had said nothing at

all, and had barely moved. He was

staring at a point on his desk. "She

couldn’t possibly have heard us,” he

muttered. "That’s a soundproof

door. She couldn’t have heard us.”

"But you can’t take Miss Thomp-

son away,” Miss Wilson said.

"We have to, Barbara,” Malone

said gently. "Try to understand. It’s

for the national security.”

"She heard us thinking,” Dr. Har-

man muttered. "That’s what; she

heard us thinking. Behind a sound-

proof door. She can see inside their

minds. She can even see inside my
mind.”

"She’s a sick woman,” Barbara

said.

"But you have to understand

—

"Vital necessity,” Boyd put in.

"Absolutely vital.”

"Nevertheless
—

” Barbara said.

"She can read minds,” Dr. Har-

man whispered in an awed tone.

"She knows. Everything. She

knoivs."

"It’s out of the question,” Bar-

bara said. "Whether you like it or

not, Miss Thompson is not going to

leave this hospital. Why, what could

she do outside these walls? She

hasn’t left in over forty years! And
furthermore, Mr. Malone

—

”

"Kenneth,” Malone put in, as the

door opened again. "I mean Ken.”

The little old lady put her haloed

head into the room. "Now, now,

Barbara,” she said. "Don’t you go

spoiling things. Just let these nice

men take me away and everything

will be fine, believe me. Besides, I’ve

been outside more often than you

imagine.”

"Outside?” Barbara said.

"Of course,” the little old lady

said. "In other people’s minds. Even
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yours. I remember that nice young

man . . . what was his name?”
"Never mind his name,” Barbara

said, flushing furiously.

Malone felt instantly jealous of

every nice young man he had ever

even heard of. He wasn’t a nice

young man; he was an FBI agent,

and he liked to drink and smoke

cigars and carouse.

All nice young men, he decided,

should be turned into ugly old men
as soon as possible. That’d fix

them!

He noticed the little old lady

smiling at him, and tried to change

his thoughts rapidly. But the little

old lady said nothing at all.

"At any rate,” Barbara said, "I’m

afraid that we just can’t
—

”

Dr. Harman cleared his throat im-

periously. It was a most impressive

noise, and everyone turned to look

at him. His face was a little gray,

but he looked, otherwise, like a

rather pudgy, blond, crew-cut Roman
emperor.

"Just a moment,” he said with

dignity, ”1 think you’re doing the

United States of America a grave in-

justice, Miss Wilson—and that

you’re doing an injustice to Miss

Thompson, too.”

k "What do you mean?” she said.

"I think it would be nice for her

to get away from me—I mean from
here,” the psychiatrist said. "Where
did you say you were taking her?”

he asked Malone.

"Yucca Flats,” Malone said.

"Ah.” The news seemed to please

the psychiatrist. "That’s a long dis-
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tance from here, isn’t it? It’s quite

a few hundred miles away. Perhaps

even a few thousand miles away. I

feel sure that will be the best thing

for me ... I mean, of course, for

Miss Thompson. I shall recommend

that the court so order.”

"Doctor
—

” But even Barbara

saw, Malone could tell, that it was

no good arguing with Dr. Harman.

She tried a last attack. "Doctor,

who’s going to take care of her?”

A light the size and shape of

North America burst in Malone’s

mind. He almost chortled. But he

managed to keep his voice under con-

trol. "What she needs," he said, "is

a trained psychiatric nurse.”

Barbara Wilson gave him a look

that had carloads of U,
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stacked

away in it, but Malone barely mind-

ed. She’d get over it, he told him-

self.

"Now, wasn’t that sweet of you

to think of that,” the little old lady

said. Malone looked at her and was

rewarded with another wink.

"I’m certainly glad you thought of

Barbara,” the little old lady went on.

"You will go with me won’t you,

dear? I’ll make you a duchess.

Wouldn’t you like to be a duchess,

dear?”

Barbara looked from Malone to

the little old lady, and then she

looked at Dr. Harman. Apparently

what she saw failed to make her

happy.

"We’ll take good care of her, Bar-

bara,” Malone said.

She didn’t even bother to give him

an answer. After a second Boyd
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said: "Well, I guess that settles it.

If you’ll let me use your phone, Dr.

Harman, I’ll call Judge Dunning.”

"Go right ahead,” Dr. Harman
said. "Go right ahead.”

The little old lady smiled softly

without looking at anybody at all.

"Won’t it be wonderful,” she whis-

pered. "At last I’ve been recognized.

My country is about to pay me for

my services. My loyal subjects
—

”

She stopped and wiped what Malone
thought was a tear from one corn-

flower-blue eye.

"Now, now, Miss Thompson,”
Barbara said.

"I’m not sad,” the little old lady

said, smiling up at her. "I’m just so

very happy. I am about to get my
reward, my well-deserved reward at

last, from all of my loyal subjects.

You’ll see.” She paused and Malone
felt a faint stirring of stark, chill

fear.

"Won’t it be wonderful?” said

the little old lady.

IV

"You’re where?” Andrew
J. Bur-

ris said.

Malone looked at the surprised

face on the screen and wished he

hadn’t called. He had to report in,

of course—but, if he'd had any

sense, he’d have ordered Boyd to do

the job for him.

Oh, well, it was too late for that

now. "I’m in Las Vegas,” he said. ”1

tried to get you last night, but I

couldn’t, so I
—

”

"Las Vegas,” Burris said. "Well,
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well. Las Vegas.” His face darkened

and his voice became very loud.

"Why aren’t you in Yucca Flats?”

he screamed.

"Because she insisted on it,” Ma-

lone said. "The old lady. Miss

Thompson. She says there’s another

telepath here.”

Burris closed his eyes. "Well,

that’s a relief,” he said at last.

"Somebody in one of the gambling

houses, I suppose. Fine, Malone.”

He went right on without a pause:

"The boys have uncovered two more

in various parts of the nation. Not

one of them is even close to sane.”

He opened his eyes. "Where’s this

one?” he said.

Malone sighed. "In the looney

bin,” he said.

Burris' eyes closed again. Malone

waited in silence. At last Burris

said: "All right. Get him out.”

"Right,” Malone said.

"Tell me,” Burris said. "Why did

Miss Thompson insist that you go to

Las Vegas? Somebody else could

have done the job. You could have

sent Boyd, couldn’t you?”

"Chief,” Malone said slowly,

"what sort of mental condition are

those other telepaths in?”

"Pretty bad,” Burris' said. "As a

matter of fact, very bad. Miss

Thompson may be off her trolley,

but the others haven’t even got any

tracks.” He paused. "What s that got

to do with it?” he said.

"Well,” Malone said, "I figured

we’d better handle Miss Thompson

with kid gloves—at least until we

find a better telepath to work with.
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He didn't mention Barbara Wilson.

The chief, he told himself, didn’t

want to be bothered with details.

"Doggone right you'd better,”

Burris said. "You treat that old lady

as if she were the Queen herself, un-

derstand ?”

"Don’t worry," Malone said un-

happily. "We are.” He hesitated.

"She says she’ll help us find our spy,

all right, but we’ve got to do it her

way—or else she won’t co-operate."

"Do it her way, then," Burris

said. "That spy
—

”

"Chief, are you sure?”

Burris blinked. "Well, then,” he

said, "what is her way?"

Malone took a deep breath.

"First," he said, "we had to come
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here and pick this guy up. This Wil-

liam Logan, who’s in a private sani-

tarium just outside of Las Vegas.

That’s number one. Miss Thompson
wants to get all the telepaths togeth-

er, so they can hold mental conversa-

tions or something.”

"And all of them batty,” Burris

said.

"Sure,” Malone said. "A conven-

tion of nuts—and me in the middle.

Listen, chief
—

”

"Later,” Burris said. "When this

is over we can all resign, or go fish-

ing, or just plain shoot ourselves.

But right now the national security

is primary, Malone. Remember
that.”

"O.K.,” Malone sighed. "O.K.

But she wants all the nuts here.”

"Go along with her,” Burris snap-

ped. "Keep her happy. So far, Ma-
lone, she’s the only lead we have on

the guy who’s swiping information

from Yucca Flats. If she wants some-

thing, Malone, you do it.”

"But, chief
—

”

"Don’t interrupt me,” Burris said.

"If she wants to be treated like a

queen, you treat her like one. Malone,

that’s an order!”

"Yes, sir,” Malone said sadly.

"But, chief, she wants us to buy her

some new clothes.”

Burris exploded: "Is that all? New
clothes? Get ’em. Put ’em on the ex-

pense account. New clothes are a

drop in the bucket.”

"Well . . . she thinks we need

new clothes, too.”

"Maybe you do,” Burris said.

"Put the whole thing on the expense
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account. You don’t think I’m going

to quibble about a few dollars, do

you?”

"Well—”
"Get the clothes. Just don’t bother

me with details like this. Handle the

job yourself, Malone—you’re in

charge out there. And get to Yucca

Flats as soon as possible.”

Malone gave up. "Yes, sir,” he

said.

"All right, then,” Burris said.

"Call me tomorrow. Meanwhile

—

good luck, Malone. Chin up.”

Malone said: "Yes, sir,” and

reached for the switch. But Burris’

voice stopped him.

"Just one thing,” he said.

"Yes, chief?” Malone said.

Burris frowned. "Don’t spend any

more for the clothes than you have

to,” he said.

Malone nodded, and cut off.

When the director’s image had

vanished, he got up and went to the

window of the hotel room. Outside,

a huge sign told the world, and Ma-

lone, that this was the Thunderbird-

Hilton-Zeckendorf Hotel, but Ma-

lone ignored it. He didn’t need a

sign; he knew where he was.

In hot water, he thought. That’s

where he was.

Behind him, the door opened. Ma-

lone turned as Boyd came in.

"I found a costume shop, Ken,”

he said.

"Great,” Malone said. "The chief

authorized it.”

"He did?” Boyd’s round face fell

at the news.
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"He said to buy her whatever she

wants. He says to treat her like a

queen.”

“That,” Boyd said, "we’re doing

now.”

"I know it,” Malone said. "I

know it altogether too well.”

"Anyhow,” Boyd said, brighten-

ing, "the costume shop doesn’t do us

any good. They’ve only got cowboy

stuff and bullfighters’ costumes and

Mexican stuff—you know, for their

Helldorado Week here.”

"You didn’t give up, did you?”

Malone said.

Boyd shook his head. "Of course

not,” he said. "Ken, this is on the

expense account, isn’t it?”

"Expense account,” Malone said.

"Sure it is.”

Boyd looked relieved. "Good,” he

said. "Because I had the proprietor

phone her size in, to New York."

"Better get two of ’em,” Malone

said. "The chief said anything she

wanted, she was supposed to have.”

"I’ll go back right away. I told

him we wanted the stuff on the aft-

ernoon plane, so
—

”

"And give him Bar . . . Miss Wil-

son’s size, and yours, and mine. Tell

him to dig up something appro-

priate.”

"For us?” Boyd blanched visibly.

"For us,” Malone said grimly.

Boyd set his jaw. "No,” he said.

"Listen, Tom,” Malone said, "I

don’t like this any better than you

do. But if I can’t resign, you can’t

either. Costumes for everybody.”

"But,” Boyd said, and stopped.

After a second he went on: "Malone
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. . . Ken . . . FBI agents are sup-

posed to be inconspicuous, aren’t

they?”

Malone nodded.

"Well, how inconspicuous are we
going to be in this stuff?”

"It’s an idea,” Malone said. "But

it isn’t a very good one. Our first

job is to keep Miss Thompson hap-

py. And that means costumes. And
what’s more,” Malone added, "from

now on she’s 'Your Majesty’. Got

that?”

"Ken,” Boyd said, "you’ve gone

nuts.”

Malone shook his head. "No, I

haven’t,” he said. ’T just wish I had.

It would be a relief.”

"Me, too,” Boyd said. He started

for the door and turned. ”1 wish I

could have stayed in San Francisco,”

he said. "Why should she insist on

taking me along?”

"The beard,” Malone said.

"My beard?” Boyd recoiled.

"Right,” Malone said. "She says

it reminds her of someone she

knows. Frankly, it reminds me of

someone, too. Only I don’t know

who.”

Boyd gulped. "I’ll shave it off,”

he said, with the air of a man who
can do no more to propitiate the

Gods.

"You will not,” Malone said firm-

ly. "Touch but a hair of yon black

chin, and I’ll peel off your entire

skin.”

Boyd winced.

"Now,” Malone said, "go back to

that costume shop and arrange

things. Here.” He fished in his pock-
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ets, came out with a crumpled slip

of paper and handed it to Boyd.

"That's a list of my clothing sizes.

Get another list from B . . . Miss

Wilson.” Boyd nodded. Malone
thought he detected a strange glint

in the other man’s eye. "Don’t

measure her yourself,” he said. "Just

ask her.”

Boyd scratched his bearded chin

and nodded slowly. "All right,

Ken,” he said. "But if we just don’t

get anywhere, don’t blame me.”

"If you get anywhere,” Malone
said, "I’ll snatch you baldheaded.

And I’ll leave the beard.”

"I didn’t mean with Miss Wilson,

Ken,” Boyd said. ”1 meant in gen-

eral.” He left, with the air of a man
whose world has betrayed him. His

back looked, to Malone, like the back

of a man on his way to the scaffold

or guillotine.

The door closed.

Now, Malone thought, who does

that beard remind me of? Who do

I know who knows Miss Thomp-
son?

And what difference does it make?

Nevertheless, he told himself,

Boyd’s beard was really an admir-

able fact of nature. Ever since

beards had become popular again in

the mid-sixties, and FBI agents had

been permitted to wear them, Ma-
lone had thought about growing one.

But, somehow, it didn’t seem right.

Now, looking at Boyd, he began

to think about the prospect again.

He shrugged the notion away.

There were things to do.
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He picked up the phone and called

Information.

"Can you give me,” he said, "the

number of the Desert Edge Sanitar-

ium?”

The crimson blob of the setting

sun was already painting the desert

sky with its customary purples and

oranges by the time the little caravan

arrived at the Desert Edge Sanitar-

ium, a square white building several

miles out of Las Vegas. Malone, in

the first car, wondered briefly about

the kind of patients they catered to?

People driven mad by vingt-et-un or

poker-dice? Neurotic chorus ponies?

Gambling czars with delusions of

non-persecution ?

Sitting in the front seat next to

Boyd, he watched the unhappy San

Francisco agent manipulating the

wheel. In the back seat, Queen Eliza-

beth Thompson and Lady Barbara,

the nurse, were located, and Her

Majesty was chattering away like a

magpie.

Malone eyed the rear-view mirror

to get a look at the car following

them and the two local FBI agents

in it. They were, he thought, unbe-

lievably lucky. He had to sit and lis-

ten to the Royal Personage in the

back seat.

"Of course, as soon as Parliament

convenes and recognizes me,” she

was saying, "I shall confer person-

ages on all of you. Right now, the

best I can do is to knight you all,

and of course that’s hardly enough.

But I think I shall make Sir Ken-

neth the Duke of Columbia.”
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Sir Kenneth, Malone realized, was

himself. He wondered how he’d like

being Duke of Columbia—and

wouldn’t the President be sur-

prised !

"And Sir Thomas,” the queen

continued, "will be the Duke of . . .

what? Sir Thomas?”
"Yes, Your Majesty?” Boyd said,

trying to sound both eager and

properly respectful.

"What would you like to be Duke
of?” she said.

"Oh,” Boyd said after a second’s

thought, "anything that pleases Your
Majesty.” But, apparently, his

thoughts gave him away.

"You’re from upstate New
York?” the Queen said. "How very

nice. Then you must be made the

Duke of Poughkeepsie.”

"Thank you, Your Majesty,” Boyd
said. Malone thought he detected a

note of pride in the man’s voice, and

shot a glance at Boyd, but the agent

was driving with a serene face and

an economy of motion.

Duke of Poughkeepsie! Malone
thought. Hah!
He leaned back and adjusted his

fur-trimmed coat. The plume that

fell from his cap kept tickling his

neck, and he brushed at it without

success.

All four of the inhabitants of the

car were dressed in late Sixteenth

Century costumes, complete with

ruffs and velvet and lace filigree. Her
Majesty and Lady Barbara were

wearing the full skirts and small

skullcaps of the era—and on Bar-

bara, Malone thought privately, the

low-cut gowns didn’t look at all dis-

appointing—and Sir Thomas and

Malone—Sir Kenneth, he thought

sourly—were clad in doublet, hose

and long coats with fur trim and

slashed sleeves. And all of them were

loaded down, weighted down, stag-

geringly, with gems.

Naturally, the gems were fake.

But then, Malone thought, the

Queen was mad. It all balanced out

in the end.

As they approached the sanitar-

ium, Malone breathed a thankful

prayer that he’d called up to tell the

head physician how they’d all be

dressed. If he hadn’t

—

He didn’t want to think about

that.

He didn’t even want to pass it by

hurriedly on a dark night.

The head physician, Dr. Frederic

Dowson, was waiting for them on

the steps of the building. He was a

tall, thin, cadaverous-looking man
with almost no hair and very deep-

sunken eyes. He had the kind of

face that a gushing female would

probably describe, Malone thought,

as "craggy,” but it didn’t look in the

least attractive to Malone. Instead, it

looked tough and forbidding.

He didn’t turn a hair as the mag-

nificently robed Boyd slid from the

front seat, opened the rear door,

doffed his plumed hat, and in one

low sweep made a great bow. "We
are here, Your Majesty,” Boyd said.

Her Majesty got out, clutching at

her voluminous skirts in a worried

manner, to keep from catching them

on the door jamb. "You know, Sir
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Thomas,” she said when she was

standing free of the car, "I think

we must be related.”

"Ah?” Boyd said worriedly.

"I’m certain of it, in fact," Her
Majesty went on. "You look just ex-

actly like my poor father. Just exact-

ly. I dare say you come from one of

the sinister branches of the family.

Perhaps you are a half-brother of

mine—removed, of course.”

Malone grinned, and tried to hide

the expression. Boyd was looking

puzzled, then distantly angered. No-
body had ever called him illegitimate

in just that way before.

But Her Majesty was absolutely

right, Malone thought. The agent

had always reminded him of some-

one, and now, at last, he knew ex-

actly who. The hair hadn’t been

black, either, but red.

Boyd was, in Elizabethan costume,

the deadest of dead ringers for

Henry VIII.

Malone went up the steps to

where Dr. Dowson was standing.

"I’m Malone,” he said, checking

a tendency to bow. ”1 called earlier

today. Is this William Logan of yours

ready to go? We can take him back

with us in the second car.”

Dr. Dowson compressed his lips

and looked worried. "Come in, Mr.
Malone,” he said. He turned just as

the second carload of FBI agents

began emptying itself over the hos-

pital grounds.

The entire procession filed into

the hospital office, the two local

agents bringing up the rear. Since
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they were not a part of Her Maj-

esty’s personal retinue, they had not

been required to wear court cos-

tumes. In a way, Malone was begin-

ning to feel sorry for them. He him-

self cut a nice figure in the outfit,

he thought—rather like Errol Flynn

in the old black-and-white print of

"The Prince and the Pauper.”

But there was no denying that the

procession looked strange. File

clerks and receptionists stopped their

work to gape at the four bedizened

walkers and their plainly dressed

satellites. Malone needed no tele-

pathic talent to tell what they were

thinking.

"A whole roundup of nuts,” they

were thinking. "And those two fel-

lows in the back must be bringing

them in—along with Dr. Dowson.”

Malone straightened his spine.

Really, he didn’t see why Elizabethan

costumes had ever gone out of style.

Elizabeth was back, wasn’t she

—

either Elizabeth II, on the throne, or

Elizabeth I, right behind him. Either

way you looked at it

—

When they were all inside the

waiting room. Dr. Dowson said:

"Now, Mr. Malone, just what is all

this about?” He rubbed his long

hands together. ”1 fail to see the

humor of the situation.”

"Humor?” Malone said.

"Doctor,” Barbara Wilson began,

"let me explain. You see
—

”

"These ridiculous costumes,” Dr.

Dowson said, waving a hand at them.

"You may feel that poking fun at

insanity is humorous, Mr. Malone,

but let me tell you
—

”
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"It wasn’t like that at all,” Boyd
said.

"And,” Dr. Dowson continued in

a somewhat louder voice, "wanting

to take Mr. Logan away from us. Mr.

Logan is a very sick man, Mr. Ma-
lone. He should be properly cared

for.”

"I promise we’ll take good care of

him,’’ Malone said earnestly. The
Elizabethan clothes were fine out-

doors, but in a heated room one had

a tendency to sweat.

"I take leave to doubt that,” Dr.

Dowson said, eying their costumes

pointedly.

"Miss Wilson here,” Malone vol-

unteered, "is a trained psychiatric

nurse.”

Barbara, in her gown, stepped

forward. "Dr. Dowson,” she said,

"let me assure you that these cos-

tumes have their purpose. We—

”

"Not only that,” Malone said.

"There are a group of trained men
from St. Elizabeths Hospital in

Washington who are going to take

the best of care of him.” He said

nothing whatever about Yucca Flats,

or about telepathy.

Why spread around information

unnecessarily?

"But I don’t understand,” Dr.

Dowson said. "What interest could

the FBI have in an insane man?”
"That’s none of your business,”

Malone said. He reached inside his

fur-trimmed robe and, again sup-

pressing a tendency to bow deeply,

withdrew an impressive-looking legal

document. "This,” he said, "is a

court order, instructing you to hand

over to us the person of one William

Logan, herein identified and describ-

ed.” He waved it at the doctor.

"That’s your William Logan,” he

said, "only now he’s ours.”

Dr. Dowson took the papers and

put in some time frowning at them.

Then he looked up again at Malone.

"I assume that I have some discre-

tion in this matter,” he said. "And
I wonder if you realize just how ill

Mr. Logan is ? We have his case his-

tories here, and we have worked

with him for some time.”

Barbara Wilson said: "But
—

”

"I might say that we are beginning

to understand his illness,” Dr. Dow-
son said. "I honestly don’t think it

would be proper to transfer this work

to another group of therapists. It

might set his illness back—cause, as

it were, a relapse. All our work

could easily be nullified.”

"Please, doctor,” Barbara Wilson

began.

"I’m afraid the court order’s got

to stand,” Malone said. Privately, he

felt sorry for Dr. Dowson, who was,

obviously enough, a conscientious

man trying to do the best he could

for his patient. But

—

"I’m sorry, Dr. Dowson,” he said.

"We’ll expect you to send all of your

data to the government psychiatrists

—and, naturally, any concern for the

patient’s welfare will be our concern

also. The FBI isn’t anxious for its

workers to get the reputation of care-

less men.” He paused, wondering

what other bone he could throw the

man. “I have no doubt that the St.
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Elizabeths men will be happy to ac-

cept your co-operation,” he said at

last. "But, I’m afraid that our duty

is clear. William Logan goes with

us.”

Dr. Dowson looked at them sour-

ly. "Does he have to get dressed up
like a masquerade, too?” Before Ma-
lone could answer, the psychiatrist

added: "Anyhow, I don’t even know
you're FBI men. After all, why
should I comply with orders from a

group of men, dressed insanely,

whom I don’t even know?”
Malone didn’t say anything. He

just got up and walked to a phone

on a small table, near the wall. Next
to it was a door, and Malone won-

dered uncomfortably what was be-

hind it. Maybe Dr. Dowson had a

small arsenal there, to protect his

patients and prevent people from

pirating them.

He looked back at the set and

dialed Burris’ private number in

Washington. When the director’s

face appeared on the screen, Malone

said: "Mr. Burris, will you please

identify me to Dr. Dowson?” He
looked over at Dowson. "You recog-

nize Mr. Andrew J.
Burris, I sup-

pose?” he said.

Dowson nodded. His grim face

showed a faint shock. He walked to

the phone, and Malone stepped back

to let him talk with Burris.

"My name is Dowson,” he said.

"I’m psychiatric director here at

Desert Edge Sanitarium. And your

men—

”

"My men have orders to take a

William Logan from your care,”

Burris said.

"That’s right,” Dowson said.

"But
—

”

While they were talking, Queen

Elizabeth I sidled quietly up to Ma-

lone and tapped him on the shoul-

der.

"Sir Kenneth,” she whispered in

the faintest of voices, "I know where

your telepathic spy is. And I know

who he is.”

"Who?” Malone said. "What?

Why? Where?” He blinked and

whirled. It couldn’t be true. They

couldn’t solve the case so easily.

But the Queen’s face was full of

a majestic assurance. "He’s right

there,” she said, and she pointed.

Malone followed her finger.

It was aimed directly at the glow-

ing image of Andrew J.
Burris, Di-

rector of the FBI.

TO BE CONCLUDED
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N THE dripping black-

ness, Dane turned slow-

ly till the sliding

sound grew loud in

his earphones. He
heard the faint hum that told him
he was facing the source of the

sound directly. Gently he squeezed

the trigger.

There was a hiss that dwindled
fast, then grew loud again in the

phones.

Dane heard a dry cough and the

clatter of equipment. He felt the

magazine of the gun, and the three

little studs told him there were three

shots left. He moved his head, heard

the slap of branches and the faint

sounds of men moving through the

brush out of range behind him.

Nearby in a fan tree, a night-

watcher began its liquid warbling.

Dane dropped to the ground and

crawled away through the brush to-

ward the distant roar of the surf.

A buzzing whir circled and criss-

crossed behind him. Back in the for-

est, someone shouted impatiently. A
batlike flitting sound went past over-

head, and Dane flattened himself

against the earth.

There was a brilliant flash. The
ground jumped under him, and

there was a blast that hurt his ears.

He lay still as dirt pattered down.

A voice shouted, "To your left!

There!”

Dane pressed himself flatter.

There was another flash, farther

away.

Dane turned slightly to glance up
at the sky. He pried the face of his
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watch away from his wrist, and the

glowing, slowly-turning numerals

told him he had five hours left till

dawn.

He listened carefully, then rose on

one knee.

There was a sliding slipping

sound in the brush in front of him.

He turned his head slowly, and

rested his forearm on his bent knee

as he carefully centered the gun on

the sound and squeezed the trigger.

This time there was a gagging,

and a wild thrashing that came to

him in full detail before the cutout

left him with only normal hearing.

He took a shaking breath, then

froze as a brilliant flash lit the

brush and dead tree-limbs in a brief

white glare.

The light died away, and Dane

listened carefully to the darkness

ahead of him. There was no sound

of motion. He rose carefully and lis-

tened behind him. A multitude of

men were rustling and clinking

through the brush.

Dane turned again, felt of the two

little studs on the magazine of his

gun and started carefully in the di-

rection of his last shot.

Overhead, the loud cry of a sea

skimmer swept past, repeated over

and over with the last note off key.

Dane dropped to the ground, his

heart beating fast.

A pinpoint of light grew over-

head, casting its pale glow over for-

est and wasteland. A glider swooped

past, headed inland from the sea.

Dane counted ten slowly as he un-

dipped a bird’s-egg grenade from

ASTOUNDING SCIENCE FICTION



his belt, pulled the safety pin with

his teeth, and lobbed the grenade out

into the open.

There was a bright yellow flash.

From inland came shouts, the

blast of a whistle, and scattered

bursts of firing.

Dane tightened the strap of his

light pack, put his gun flat on the

ground, put grenade belt and listen-

ing apparatus on it, then forced back

a plate on the side of the stock. He
felt for a lever underneath, and

waited tensely.

A second glider swooped down.

Dane thumbed back the lever,

dodged through the brush, and

sprinted for the glider.

A curved hatch on the glider

swung open.

Dane swung a leg over, dropped

inside and lay flat, gasping for

breath.

There was a sharp blast as his

equipment blew up.

Something whined past overhead.

The hatch dropped and latched.

There was a low roar. The glider

rocked, rushed forward and up.

Through a transparent plate by his

face, Dane could look down and see

shadowy running figures on the

ground below.

Then the dim light faded behind

them and they were over the sea.

A voice spoke urgently, and for

an instant, Dane didn't understand

the words, "Did you get it?”

"Two,” said Dane carefully. "In

my pack.”

"Good work.”

Dane lay still, wondering that he

had been away so long that his own
tongue sounded strange to him.

Then the blackness outside seemed

to merge with a bone-weariness in

Dane’s limbs, and he fell through

layers of darkness into a deep ex-

hausted sleep.

He gradually became conscious of

a low throbbing roar that grew, then

faded, and of a rushing swooping

motion like that felt by a man on

skis. He drifted, half-asleep, till

someone shook him by the shoulder

and pointed out a double line of dim

blue lights in the darkness below.

"There’s a bimarine down there.

We’re going to try to land on it.”

"I see.”

"If we don’t make it, they’ll light

the underside of the middeck. Swim

toward it. They’ll have boats out.”

"All right.”

"Here we go.”

The glider seemed to hang mo-

tionless, then the row of lights tilted

and grew larger. They slid past be-

low. Then there was a roar in his

ears, a moment of swirling blackness,

and the lights were rushing toward

him, flashing past on both sides. The

glider tipped, bounced, and whirled

to a stop. An instant later, the hatch

was snapped open, and strong hands

lifted Dane out.

There was a chill breeze in his

face. The blue lights dimmed and

faded out. Someone spoke out of the

darkness, "Did you get him?”

"Yes, sir.”

"I can’t see a tiling in this gloom.

Hello, Dane?”
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"Right here,” said Dane.

"Put out a hand. We’ve changed

the design of these ships since you

left. You don’t want to go over the

side after you’ve lived through

that.”

Dane reached out, found a rough,

calloused hand, and let himself be

led past a place where the sound of

rushing water came up from below.

They went across a swaying gang-

plank, along a deck and into a dark

corridor. Then a door opened into

a small well-lighted room lined with

books and maps. Two men at a

round table to one side looked up
as he came in. One man wore the

uniform of a general. The other was

a civilian, a man Dan recognized as

Hoth, little changed from his ap-

pearance eight years ago, when Dane
had seen him last. Both of the men
looked tense.

Dane’s guide, a bearish man in

the uniform of a naval captain, said

to Dane, "Here I leave you to a fate

worse than life Vith the Flumer-

ang— An interrogation by experts.”

The general said, "Don’t go, cap-

tain.”

"I have to. Half their navy may
be after us.” He went out.

Dane glanced at Hoth, saw the

suspense on the man’s face, 'and

wordlessly unbuckled his pack. He
swung it free of his shoulders, set it

on the table, and loosened the

straps. He pulled out a roll of khaki-

colored clothing, and carefully

spread it out. Four small metal boxes

were inside. He opened them and
took out the soft cloth padding.
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In two of the boxes were pairs of

thick, plastic-rimmed spectacles. In

the other two lay what looked like

large beetles. One of these beetles

was dull brown and ordinary in ap-

pearance. The other was blue and

gold, with large strong jaws, as if

for fighting.

The general carefully picked up

the big-jawed beetle. He touched an

edge of curving jaw with his finger.

The flesh cut neatly, and a drop of

blood oozed out.

Hoth said, "Where did you get

them?”

"At the factory where I worked.

I short-circuited a power line to get

into the shipping section unnoticed.”

"What was your job there?”

"I was in final assembly.”

Hoth leaned forward. "Then you

know how to put them together?”

"These two types. There may be

others.”

"Have you ever used one of

them ?”

”1 stole one earlier, and practiced

with it.”

"The control unit is in the

glasses?”

"Yes.”

Hoth studied one of the pairs of

glasses. Inset in the plastic were tiny

bright oblongs. "Do you know how

this works?”

"I know how to use it. But that's

all.”

"Can you show us?”

Dane nodded and sat down by

the table. He took the heavy, plastic-

framed glasses and slid them on. For

a moment, there was a distortion due
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to the slight curvature of the lenses.

Then he tipped the brownish beetle

out of its case and saw two super-

imposed scenes, as in a double ex-

posure. One scene was his normal

view of the two men before him.

The other was an image of a sort

of dark rolling plain.

Dane held his attention steadily

on the second scene. His normal vi-

sion faded, and the rolling plain

grew distinct and clear. He felt an

instant’s fear, and an urge to draw

back. He held his attention steady.

Then he seemed to be in the midst

of the rolling plain. He willed him-

self to rise. The unfamiliar scene fell

away, and came into perspective as

the unrolled khaki clothing from his

pack. For an instant, Dane hovered

before the general and Hoth, his vi-

sion much the same as it normally

was except that things seemed flat-

ter, and the details unnaturally clear.

There was no sound, and little sense

of effort, so that it all seemed dream-

like.

He flew up, over the heads of the

men, glanced at the shelves of books,

circled the room like a swimmer
gliding through a huge tank of clear

water, then swung back over the desk

and dropped down onto it.

Now, he reminded himself, came
the end of the pleasant part and the

beginning of the tricky part.

He turned to face a comparatively

dim and featureless comer of the

room, and tried to shift his attention

back to his normal vision.

Nothing happened.

He tried steadily and firmly to will

his attention back to his normal vi-

sion.

He couldn’t do it.

He flew up to go to a darker cor-

ner of the room, and found himself

facing a motionless figure wearing a

pair of glittering plastic-framed

glasses. This figure had a look of

waxy immobility, its gaze remote and

trancelike.

Dane fought off panic, dropped

into a dark corner and waited tense-

ty-

There was a total stillness, and

after a long time a faint glimmer of

light in the darkness. Dane held his

attention firmly on that glimmer. The

glimmer grew to a patch of light,

then to vague forms huddled togeth-

er. Dane focused hard on these

forms, trying to make them clear and

distinct. He could vaguely see two

men seated at a table. Slowly his

vision cleared, sharpened, and he

saw them plainly and saw nothing

else.

Dane’s hands and feet tingled. He
drew in a long deep breath, took off

his glasses, stooped and found the

beetle. He put it in its box and look-

ed up.

Hoth said, "Is it all right for us

to try it?”

Dane explained what he had just

been through, and Hoth nodded.

"We’d better try that later.” He
glanced at his watch, and said sym-

pathetically, "You must be tired

out.”

The general said, ”1 would like to

ask just one question.” He looked at

Dane intently. "When?”
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Dane thought a moment. "I’d

guess about a year.”

"Why not in a month?”
"I can only judge by the way

they’re expanding their productive

facilities, and by the fact that they’ve

only begun to prepare the attitudes

of their people for a war with us.

Then too, they’re bound to think

that their production of these de-

vices will make them much stronger

in a year than us.”

The general nodded. "That’s how
we figure it.”

Hoth said, "I’ll show you to your

cabin. Tomorrow will be strenuous,

so you'll need plenty of sleep.”

Dane lay down and promptly fell

asleep listening to the throb of the

ship’s engines'. He was soon jarred

awake by a violent concussion. He
heard a howl of machinery and a

creak from steel deck and bulkheads.

He gripped the cot with both hands

and hung on as the ship swerved

sharply.

The blast and shock seemed to go
on forever. When it ended, Dane
found himself worn out, but unable

to sleep. His thoughts drifted to the

last time he had seen Hoth, in a

coastal trader working toward the

southwest peninsula of Flumerang.

Hoth had Seen urgent in explaining

to Dane that his job was an impor-

tant one.

"Remember, Dane,” said Hoth
earnestly, "each year we slip ashore

at various points on the globe, two-

to-three-hundred men and women
whose only purpose is to act as po-
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tential probes. Many of these people

we don’t hear from for years. They

settle down in an identity prepared

for them by our people already

established. When they’re sure of

their dialect and local background,

they drift inland. If nothing hap-

pens, they become part of the popu-

lation they’re assigned to. Traders,

merchants, technicians—even local

government officials. It then seems

like a pointless waste of effort on our

part. But if they scent something,

or if we do and call for action, then

all the time and work pays off.”

"I understand,” said Dane.

"Good. And bear in mind, it’s a

wearing thing to feel that your life

is ticking away while you wait for

something that may never happen.

Don’t wait. Live your life and make

yourself useful. Remember, the peo-

ple of Flumerang are just as human

and worthwhile as our own. But in

case you sense anything, or if we call

for you, keep yourself ready."

Lying in the blackness of the

cabin on the ship headed for home,

Dane thought over his experiences

in Flumerang and was surprised to

realize that what Hoth said had been

exactly true. Regardless of what the

official propaganda of both sides

would say in a few weeks or months,

the people of Flumerang were much

like his own people. There was, it

was true, a certain combination of

earthiness and innocence that dif-

fered from the dry realism he had

grown up with; but even in this

there were similarities.

Dane remembered walking one
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evening across a meadow with a

dark-haired girl who suddenly stop-

ped to look up at the stars. "I won-

der what’s up there?”

"Who knows?” said Dane.

"My grandmother says there are

people like us, just like on the other

side of the world. Even the priest

says the Fiery Ship sailed from a

star.”

The back of Dane’s neck tingled.

The legend of the Fiery Ship was

one he had often heard at home. Un-

bidden, a rhyme Dane had learned

as a child sang itself in his head:

"A ship of fire sailed the sky

To bear its gifts to you and I

From a star far away,

For that ship, dear God, we pray.”

Dane was trying to phrase the

rhyme in the Flumerang tongue to

repeat it to the girl, when she

gripped his hand. "Priest says the

crew of the Ship is still living with

us, and some day we’ll all be chil-

dren of the ship and they will take

us back to the star with them. Do
you believe that?”

Dane rolled over in the dark cabin

and sat up.

After a long moment, he lay back

down again, and finally fell into a

troubled and restless sleep.

He woke up with a feeling of im-

patience and dissatisfaction. He
washed, dressed, and moodily walk-

ed out onto the middeck to watch

the ocean rushing back between the

twin bows. Hoth led him off to a
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hasty breakfast, then they got

started.

The first part of the day passed in

an interrogation that narrowed from

generalities to key particulars, and

brought Dane to the limits of mem-
ory. That afternoon, he was ques-

tioned in a state of drug hypnosis

about details he couldn’t consciously

recall. That evening, the three men
sat around a table and went over the

results.

''I think,” said Hoth, "that we caai

build copies of this device. But we
won’t have time enough to come
anywhere near the Flumerang rate

of production.”

The general nodded. "In that case

we’re in a mess. This thing will

revolutionize reconnaissance. It can

plainly be fitted for use as a weapon.

It could be issued as standard equip-

ment for spies to infiltrate our re-

search centers. And, as usual, we
can’t oppose it directly."

Hoth said, "The production of

this device seems to have started in

their western province and moved
from there to the capital. The only

hopeful sign is that they are appar-

ently restricting the device to a small

elite.”

"If,” said the general, "we can

get at that elite, and its source
—

”

Hoth nodded. ”1 think we’re go-

ing to have to use a complex cutting-

out operation, and use it on a grand

scale.”

Dane tapped the box containing

the blue-and-gold beetle. "These

things are going to make that ap-

proach even trickier than usual.”
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Hoth nodded. "I know it. But the

only alternative is a ruinous war. A
war may follow, anyway; but if we
judge the Flumerang government

correctly, it will follow immediately.

If so, they’ll be fighting blind and

off-balance, so we should win quick-

h"
"Which," said Dane dryly,

"should give us time to get ready for

the next one."

The general shrugged. "We’re the

dominant power, and we can count

on being disliked, distrusted, and

sniped at, for just as long as we stay

on top. Afterwards, they’ll spit on

us.”

Hoth growled, "And that knowl-

edge is a powerful stimulant.”

"That’s true,” said Dane, "but

what puzzles me is this—individual-

ly, they’re nice people.”

"Sure,” said the general, "and the

executioner may be a nice fellow so-

cially. It’s when you meet him in his

official capacity that the unpleasant-

ness comes.”

"Maybe that’s it,” said Dane. "We
always come up against other na-

tions in their official capacities.”

Hoth shrugged and looked at the

blue-and-gold device with its curved,

razor-sharp jaws. ”1 don't care to

meet this thing in its official capac-

ity.”

Dane and the general followed

Hoth’s gaze and nodded.

The following months passed in

gruelling work. Dane struggled to

develop counter-measures, and was

repeatedly called on to help solve
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production difficulties in turning oat

a unit similar to that of the Flumer-

ang. He was able to help with

practical problems, but could only

shrug when frustrated engineers told

him, among other things, that the

electrical circuits of the device defied

understanding, and appeared to in-

clude the electrical properties of the

unit’s mechanical parts. But despite

the theoretical difficulties, production

gradually got under way.

As the first of their own units

were produced, Dane practiced hour

after hour, and when he was satis-

fied with his own skill, he helped

train a crew of operators.

By this time, Hoth had a big board

in his office covered with stolen sam-

ples of the Flumerang device. He
showed them to Dane one day, point-

ing out samples bearing small drills

and cutters, little tubes of explosive,

miniature torches, sharp double-

edged blades, and mechanical stings

capable of injecting narcotic drugs or

poison.

"Look,” said Hoth, "at this thing.”

He pointed to a beetle with the

bristly appearance of a burr. "That’s

the latest type. It’s designed to cling

to clothing. It contains a small ex-

plosive charge and blows up if the

shell is distorted. The natural in-

stinct of any man with a burr stuck

on him is to pull it loose. In this

case, that is likely to lose him his

hand.”

Dane said, "Exactly how are we
going to run a cutting-out operation

in a country swarming with these

things ?”

"At night,” said Hath. "They

don’t have anything yet that can see

at night, and I am not going to wait

till they invent something that can.”

He pulled out a big map and spread

it on his desk. "Our main trouble is

here, in this industrial town south of

the capital. That is where the people

live who design these things. But

the main source of this nest ©f

geniuses is further west, in the teach-

ers ©f ©ne outstanding technical

school in this town near the coast.

Happily, we’ve put quite a number

of probes into Fkanexang over the

past few decades, so we’ve been able

to get pretty close to their organiza-

tion.”

"All the same,” said Dane, ”1

don’t see how we are going to get a

sizable force into those cities. The

streets are lighted at night, and some

intersections are floodlit. There is a

continuous surveillance of all move-

ments. I don’t see how we can

do it that way, night or no

night.”

Hoth nodded. "It will be tricky.

But you have to remember, Flnm-

erang is still ruled by the bunch that

ruled it before. The device is a

striking technological -development.

But the genius is in the Flamerang

scientists and technicians, not in

their government. Thar government

is using the device in a strictly con-

ventional way, for purposes of war

and internal control.”

"True,” said Dane, "but why

should that help us?”

"Because,” said Hoth, "war and

internal control require stronger cen-
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tralization. And that gives us an

opening.”

Hoth explained his plan, and end-

ed by saying, "You see what that in-

volves. Do you think we can do it?”

Dane thought it over. "Just let

there be enough time for practice.”

Dane lay in the blackness on the

hillside, looking down on the lights

of the town below. He carefully

wormed his way between several low

shrubs, then pried the face of his

watch away from his wrist, and took

a container from his pack. He un-

rolled a band of cloth, and set a small

object outside the shrubs on the

sparse dry grass. Then he carefully

slid the band of cloth over his head,

feeling till it fit smoothly at his fore-

head. He lay face down and shut

his eyes.

All was darkness and intense si-

lence around him. Then he saw a

faint reflection, rose and turned, to-

ward the lights of the city. He soared

straight out over it, watching rect-

angles of darkness come into focus

between lanes and pools of light. He
looked down, circling slowly toward

a lighted avenue that passed an

angled block of darkness lit brightly

at each corner.

As he dropped closer, he could see

details in the avenue. He hovered

and watched as a lone bent figure

shuffled forward into the pool of

light.

At the edge of the city, there was

a bright flash and the streetlights be-

low Dane went out. The lights at

the building below faded out, then
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came on more dimly. Dane slipped

down toward the light.

The bent figure was that of an

old woman, talking through a grille

to a scowling guard.

A small black shadow flicked

from her outstretched hand. The

guard stiffened. Dane watched the

shadows on the old woman’s face.

She seemed to be talking steadily,

persuasively.

The guard pressed a button, and

spoke into a phone. The old woman
shuffled toward a door of the build-

ing. The door opened. A frowning

guard stepped out. At that moment,

the clapper of a bell above the door-

way blurred. Several small vague

forms dropped into the light and

clung to the woman’s shawl. The

cloth moved as she turned her head.

There was a bright flash, then an-

other and another.

As she fell, small shadows like

darting minnows flicked away from

her toward the open door. The guard

there toppled forward, and there

were two forms lying motionless in

the pool of light.

Dane dropped fast, and streaked

through the doorway and down a

hall. He shot up a broad staircase,

and saw a man before a closed door,

his eyes wide behind a pair of heavy,

plastic-framed glasses.

Dane streaked for the man.

Three blue-black streaks blurred

up the staircase toward the door.

Dane struck the man at the base

of his neck. He stumbled, his ex-

pression suddenly vague. Then he
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lost his balance and toppled at the

head of the stairs.

There was a bright flash, then an-

other.

The door sagged on one hinge.

Down the hall, streaked a small

blue-and-gold blur that swerved and

dove at Dane with a sharp silvery

glitter.

Dane dove, then climbed fast to-

ward the doorway.

Another blue-and-gold streak shot

past him, then another. Tangled

blurs whizzed down the hall, whirled

and dove after him as he flashed past

the door.

In the room, tense men lay on

bunks, each wearing the heavy

glasses. Little blue-black forms dove

at one after another, and each in

turn lost his look of intense concen-

tration.

Dane dove at several of the re-

maining men, each hard contact

triggering the release of a minute

quantity of quick-acting narcotic.

He streaked upward, and saw that

the blue-and-gold Flumerang de-

vices were all scattered on the

floor.

Dane circled, waiting. Without

hearing, he had no way to tell if

the sirens of captured police trucks

were sounding outside or not. He
was painfully aware that part of the

plan could have failed completely,

and then all the rest would be for

nothing.

He waited in growing anxiety.

Then the door flew back, and

tough-looking men in the uniforms

of the Flumerang National Police

burst in. They seized the uncon-

scious men from their cots, carried

them out, and down the stairs into

waiting trucks.

Dane swung up fast into the

night, circled to get his bearings,

then climbed toward the distant

hills.

Dane and the rest of the men were

back on the ship before dawn. As

the captives were taken below, Dane
reported to Hoth.

Hoth listened carefully, then said,

"Good work. With the other reports

I’ve had, this means we’ve got the

key scientific personnel, and the bulk

of their elite of operators. Just in

time, too.” He tossed across a bulky

sheaf of papers.

Dane glanced through diagrams,

charts, and orders in the Flumerang

tongue. He studied with particular

care a map showing his homeland

divided up into occupation districts.

Hoth said, "Now they can either

attack us, in which case they fight

disorganized, or they can wait, in

which case our own production will

outstrip theirs.”

"But in any case,” said Dane, "we

can expect another upheaval sooner

or later, here or elsewhere.”

"Yes,” said Hoth, "and we can

hope our probes sense it before it

gathers momentum.” He looked at

Dane intently. "We stop most of

them before they get to this stage,

you know.”

"Yes,” said Dane, "but I wonder

about the whole thing. Suppose, as

some people say, there are other
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planets which have human life. Say

there are thousands of these planets.

I wonder if even one of them has a

nation like ours?”

"What do you mean?"

"Well, other countries have spy

networks, to snoop out secrets. We
have individual probes, alert to sense

any ferment of ideas, then locate the

source. It seems natural, because I’m

used to it. But when I stop to think

of it, then it seems odd."

"It works.”

"Yes, but why? Why is there this

cleavage between the average person

or situation and the dangerous one

we’re trained to sense? Why is it we
usually find someone—or at most

just a few—individuals at the center

of a sort of whirlwind of ideas,

which speedily develops into a hurri-

cane if we don’t get to it when it’s

little? I realize, experience shows it

works this way, but experience

doesn’t tell why.”

"Maybe,” said Hoth, "our situa-

tion is unusual.”

"How so?”

Hoth grinned. "When I was a

young man, filled with natural con-

ceit and a keen awareness of my own
superiority, my long-suffering supe-

riors assigned me to Tongobokku—

I

think to take some of the edge off.

Tongobokku has a climate like the

inside of a steam boiler. The place

is infested with land crabs, carnivor-

ous trees, man-eating lung spiders,

leeches, stinging and biting insects,

and parasites of all varieties. In

short, a real hell hole. The chance

of anyone having leisure to get an

idea in this place seemed negligible

to me. But while I was there I heard

what might be an answer to your

question.”

"What was that?” said Dane,

leaning forward.

"A sort of song the children used

to chant. I can only suppose it has

to do with the Fiery Ship, but from

a different angle than usual.” Hoth

leaned back, glanced into the dis-

tance for a moment, then began to

repeat in a singsong voice:

"Strangers come in big canoe

That float up in the sky.

They come down, step out here

Though I cannot say why.

Ask me much, lips tight shut

And glare me in the eye.

You got water catch on fire?

No.

No? You got air that burn?

No.

No! You got stone that light

like sun ?

No.

No. You know how we get out

out this place?

Me no know.

O.K. You got thin-fine very-

strong bend-easy?

No.

You tell us where we get?

Me no know.

Everybody else this place all

the same like you?

Me no know.

You ever see canoe like this ?

No.

You see man fly in air?

No.
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You see big hut swim in sea?

No.

Carramba sun a beach!

Same as the rest.

Now we had it.

Start from the bottom and

work up.

So long, Bud. You’ll be seeing

us around.”

Hoth paused, and Dane stared.

"There,” said Hoth, "we have a

possible answer.”

"The Fiery Ship got stuck here.

Ran out of fuel or some neces-

sity— ?”

Hoth smiled. "The production of

a little precise part can require a

whole worldwide technology to

support it.”

"What a fate,” said Dane. "To
have to uplift a whole planet in or-

der to get off it.”

"It’s worse for them than that,”

said Hoth. "We don’t know if we’re

dealing with people having a super-

natural life span or with their de-

scendants, or what. It’s nice of them

to inspire us and to prod our tech-

nology along. But we’re keeping a

close watch on things, and the price

they have to pay runs higher.”

"What’s that?”

"When they lift,” said Hoth, "we

lift with them.”

Dane grinned. He thought of the

Flumerang girl who wanted to join

the people of the Fiery Ship in the

stars.

"Who knows?” he thought.

THE END

IN TIMES TO COME
The lead—and cover—yarn next time is Christopher Anvil’s item entitled

"The Law Breakers.” Guilty of breaking and entering—i.e., they were aliens,

and they broke into Earth with intent to commit sabotage.

Oh, well . . .
you know what happens to aliens in Anvil’s yarns. The fun

is precisely how, in what degree, and with what result. In this case . . .

never were saboteurs so welcomed! Only you wouldn’t guess how or why.

Also coming: "Dodkin’s Job,” by Jack Vance. This one is concerned with

the extreme difficulty of finding out who runs the joint . . . when the joint,

that is the culture, is very, very complex. It gets difficult to tell the janitor

from the President, you know . . .

The Editor.
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A MATTER

BY MURRAY LEINSTER

The importance of a matter is almost en-

tirely a matter of your attitude. And whether
you call something “a riot” or “a war

”

...well, there is a difference, but what is it?

Illustraled by Bernklau
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OF IMPORTANCE

M
OBODY ever saw the

message-torp. It wasn’t

to be expected. It came

in on a course that ex-

tended backward to

somewhere near the Rift—where

there used to be Huks—and for a

very, very long way it had traveled

as only message-torps do travel. It

hopped half a light-year in over-

drive, and came back to normality

long enough for its photocells to

inspect the star-filled universe all

about. Then it hopped another half

light-year, and so on. For a long,

long time it traveled in this jerky

fashion.

Eventually, moving as it did in

the straightest of straight lines, its

photocells reported that it neared a

star which had achieved first-magni-

tude brightness. It paused a little

longer than usual while its action-

circuits shifted. Then it swung to

aim for the bright star, which was

the sol-type sun Varenga. The torp

sped toward it on a new schedule.

Its overdrive hops dropped to light-

month length. Its pauses in normal-

ity were longer. TTiey lasted almost

the fiftieth of a second.

A MATTER OF IMPORTANCE

When Varenga had reached a

suitably greater brightness in the

message-torp’s estimation, it paused

long enough to blast out its recorded

message. It had been designed for

this purpose and no other. Its over-

drive hops shortened to one light-

hour of distance covered. Regularly,

its transmitter flung out a repetition

of what it had been sent so far to

say. In time it arrived within the

limits of the Varenga system. Its

hops diminished to light-minutes of

distance only. It ceased to correct its

course. It hurtled through the orbits

of all the planets, uttering silently

screamed duplicates of the broad-

casts now left behind, to arrive

later.

It did not fall into the sun, of

course. The odds were infinitely

against such a happening. It pound-

ed past the sun, shrieking its news,

and hurtled on out to the illimitable

emptiness beyond. It was still squeal-

ing when it went out of human

knowledge forever.

The state of things was routine.

Sergeant Madden had the traffic desk

that morning. He would reach re-
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tirement age in two more years, and

it was a nagging reminder that he

grew old. He didn’t like it. There

was another matter. His son Timmy
had a girl, and she was on the way

to Varenga IV on the Cerberus, and

when she arrived Timmy would be-

come a married man. Sergeant Mad-

den contemplated this prospect. By
the time his retirement came up, in

the ordinary course of events he

could very well be a grandfather. He
was unable to imagine it. He rum-

bled to himself.

The telefax hummed and ejected

a sheet of paper on top of other

sheets in the desk’s "In” cubicle.

Sergeant Madden glanced absently at

it. It was an operations-report sheet,

to be referred to if necessary, but

otherwise simply to be filed at the

end of the day.

A voice crackled overhead.

"Attention Traffic,’’ said the voice.

"The folloiving report has been re-

ceived and verified as off-planet.

Message follows." That voice ceased

and was replaced by another, which

wavered and wabbled from the elec-

tron-spurts normal to solar systems

and which make for auroras on plan-

ets. "Mayday mayday mayday," said

the second voice. "Call for help. Call

for help. Ship Cerberus major break-

down overdrive heading Procyron III

for refuge. Help urgently needed."

There was a pause. "Mayday may-

day mayday. Call for help—

”

Sergeant Madden’s face went

blank. Timmy’s girl was on the Cer-

berus. Then he growled and riffled

swiftly through the operations-report
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sheets that had come in since his

tour of duty began. He found the

one he looked for. Yes. Patrolman

Timothy Madden was now in over-

drive in squad ship 740, delivering

the monthly precinct report to Head-

quarters. He would be back in eight

days. Maybe a trifle less, with his

girl due to arrive on the Cerberus

in nine and him to be married in ten.

But—
Sergeant Madden swore. As a

prospective bridegroom, Timmy’s

place was on this call for help to the

Cerberus. But he wasn’t available. It

was in his line, because it was spe-

cifically a traffic job. The cops han-

dled traffic, naturally, as they handled

sanitary-code enforcement and de-

links and mercantile offenses and

murderers and swindlers and missing

persons. Everything was dumped on

the cops. They’d even handled the

Huks in time gone by—which in still

earlier times would have been called

a space war and put down in all the

history books. It was routine for the

cops to handle the disabled or partly

disabled Cerberus.

Sergeant Madden pushed a button

marked "Traffic Emergency" and

held it down until it lighted.

"You got that Cerberus report?”

he demanded of the air about

him.

"Just,” said a voice overhead.

"What’ve you got on hand?” de-

manded Sergeant Madden.

"The Aldeb's here,” said the

voice. "There’s a minor overhaul go-

ing on, but we can get her going in
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six hours. She’s slow, but you know
her."

"Hm-m-m. Yeah,” said Sergeant

Madden. He added vexedly: "My
son Timmy’s girl is on board the

Cerberus. He’ll be wild he wasn’t

here. I'm going to take the ready

squad ship and go on out. Passen-

gers always fret when there’s trouble

and no cop around. Too bad Timmy’s

off on assignment.”

"Yeah,” said the Traffic Emer-

gency voice. "Too bad. But we’ll get

the Aldeb off in six hours.”

Sergeant Madden pushed another

button. It lighted.

"Madden,” he rumbled. "Desk.

The Cerberus’ had a breakdown.

She’s limpin’ over to Procyron III

for refuge to wait for help. The
Aldeb' 11 do the job on her, but I’m

going to ride the squad ship out and

make up the report. Who’s next on

call-duty?”

"Willis,” said a crisp voice.

"Squad ship 390. He’s up for next

call. Playing squint-eye in the squad

room now.”

"Pull him loose,” Sergeant Mad-
den ordered, "and send somebody to

take the desk. Tell Willis I’ll be on

the tarmac in five minutes.”

"Check,” said the crisp voice.

Sergeant Madden lifted his thumb.

All this was standard operational

procedure. A man had the desk. An
emergency call came in. That man
took it and somebody else took the

desk. Eminently fair. No favoritism;

no throwing weight around; no

glory-grabbing. Not that there was

much glory in being a cop. But as
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long as a man was a cop, he was

good. Sergeant Madden reflected with

satisfaction that even if he was get-

ting on to retirement age, he was

still a cop.

He made two more calls. One was

to Records for the customary full

information on the Cerberus and on

the Procyron system. The other was

to the flat where Timmy lived with

him. It was going to be lonely when
Timmy got married and had a home
of his own. Sergeant Madden dialed

for message-recording and gruffly

left word for Timmy. He, Timmy’s

father, was going on ahead to make

the report on the Cerberus. Timmy
wasn’t to worry. The ship might be

a few days late, but Timmy’d better

make the most of them. He’d be mar-

ried a long time!

Sergeant Madden got up, grunt-

ing, from his chair. Somebody came

in to take over the desk. Sergeant

Madden nodded and waved his

hand. He went out and took the

slide-stair down to the tarmac where

squad ship 390 waited in standard

police readiness. Patrolman Willis

arrived at the stubby little craft sec-

onds after the sergeant.

"Procyron III,” said Sergeant

Madden, rumbling. "I figure three

days. You told your wife?”

"I called,” said Patrolman Willis

resignedly.

They climbed into the squad ship.

Police ships, naturally, had their

special drive, which could lift them

off without rocket aid and gave them

plenty of speed, but filled up the hull

with so much machinery that it was
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only practical for such ships. Com-
mercial craft were satisfied with low-

power drives, which meant that

spaceport facilities lifted them to

space and pulled them down again.

They carried rockets for emergency

landing, but the main thing was that

they had a profitable pay load. Squad

ships didn’t carry anything but two

men and their equipment.

Sergeant Madden dogged the door

shut. The ship fell up toward the

sky. The heavens became that black -

ness-studded-with-jewels which is

space. A great yellow sun flared

astern. A half-bright, half-dark globe

lay below—the planet Varenga IV,

on which the precinct police station

for this part of the galaxy had its

location.

Patrolman Willis, frowning with

care, established the squad ship’s di-

rection, while Sergeant Madden ob-

served without seeming to do so.

Presently Patrolman Willis pushed a

button. The squad ship went into

overdrive.

It was perfectly commonplace in

all its aspects.

The galaxy went about its business.

Stars shone, and planets moved

around them, and double stars cir-

cled each other like waltzing couples.

There were also comets and meteors

and calcium-clouds and high-energy

free nuclei, all of which acted as was

appropriate for them. On some mil-

lions of planets winds blew and var-

ious organisms practiced photosyn-

thesis. Waves ran across seas. Clouds

formed and poured down rain. On
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the relatively small number of worlds

so far inhabited by humans, people

went about their business with no

thought for such things or anything

not immediately affecting their lives.

And the cops went about their busi-

ness.

Sergeant Madden dozed most of

the first day of overdrive travel. He
had nothing urgent to do, as yet.

This was only a routine trip. The

Cerberus had had a breakdown in

her overdrive. Commercial ships’

drives being what they were, it meant

that on her emergency drive she

could only limp along at maybe eight

or ten lights. Which meant years to

port, with neither food nor air for

the journey. But it was not even con-

ceivable to rendezvous with a rescue

ship in the emptiness between stars.

So the Cerberus had sent a message-

torp and was crawling to a refuge-

planet, more or less surveyed a

hundred years before. There she

would land by emergency rockets,

because her drive couldn’t take the

strain. Once aground, the Cerberus

should wait for help. There was

nothing else to be done. But every-

thing was nicely in hand. The squad

ship headed briskly for the planet

Procyron III, and Sergeant Madden

would take the data for a proper,

official, emergency-call traffic report

on the incident, and in time the Al-

deb would turn up and make emer-

gency repairs and see the Cerberus

out to space again and headed for

port once more.

This was absolutely all that there

was to anticipate. Traffic handled
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such events as a matter of course. So

Sergeant Madden dozed during most

of the first day of overdrive. He re-

flected somnolently when awake that

it was fitting for Timmy’s father to

be on the job when Timmy’s girl

was in difficulty, since Timmy was

off somewhere else.

On the second day he conversed

more or less with Patrolman Willis.

Willis was a young cop, almost as

young as Timmy. He took himself

very seriously. When Sergeant Mad-
den reached for the briefing-data, he

found it disturbed. Willis had read

up on the kind of ship the Cerberus

was, and on the characteristics of

Procyron III as recorded a century

before. The Cerberus was a semi-

freighter, Candless type. Procyron

III was a water-planet with less than

ten per cent of land. Which was un-

fortunate, because its average tem-

perature and orbit made it highly

suitable for human occupation. Had
the ten per cent of solid ground been

in one piece, it would doubtless have

been colonized. But the ground was

an archipelago.

"Hm-m-ra," said Sergeant Mad-
den, after reading. "The survey

recommends this northern island for

emergency landing. Eh ?”

Willis nodded. "Huks used to use

it. Not the island. The planet.”

Sergeant Madden yawned. It

seemed pathetic to him that young

cops like Willis and even Timmy re-

ferred so often . to Huks. There

weren’t any, any more. Being a cop

meant carrying out purely routine

tasks, nowadays. They were impor-
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tant tasks, of course. Without the

cops, there couldn’t be any civiliza-

tion. But Willis and Timmy didn’t

think of it that way. Not yet. To
them being a cop was still a matter

of glamour rather than routine. They

probably even regretted the absence

of Huks. But when a man reached

Sergeant Madden’s age, glamour

didn’t matter. He had to remember

that his job was worth doing, in it-

self.

"Yeah,” said Sergeant. Madden.

"There was quite a time with those

Huks.”

"Did you . . . did you ever see a

Huk, sir?” asked Willis.

"Before my time,” said Sergeant

Madden. "But I’ve talked to men
who worked on the case.”

It did not occur to him that the

Huks would hardly have been called

a "case” by anybody but a cop.

When human colonies spread

through this sector, they encountered

an alien civilization. By old-time

standards, it was quite a culture. The

Huks had a good technology, they

had spaceships, and they were just

beginning to expand, themselves,

from their own home planet or plan-

ets. If they’d had a few more cen-

turies of development, they might

have been a menace to humanity.

But the humans got started first.

There being no longer any armies

or navies when the Huks were dis-

covered, the matter of intelligent

nonhumans was a matter for the

cops. So the police matter-of-factly

tried to incorporate the Huk culture
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into the human. They explained the

rules by which human civilization

worked. They painstakingly tried to

arrange a sub-precinct station on the

largest Huk home planet, with Huk
cops in charge. They made it clear

that they had nothing to do with

politics and were simply concerned

with protecting civilized people from

those in their midst who didn’t want

to be civilized.

The Huks wouldn’t have it. They

bristled, proudly. They were defiant.

They considered themselves not only

as good as humans—the cops didn’t

care what they thought—but they in-

sisted on acting as if they were bet-

ter.

They reacted, in fact, as humans

would have done if just at the be-

ginning of their conquest of the

stars, they’d run into an expanding,

farther-advanced race which tried to

tell them what they had to do. The
Huks fought.

"They fought pretty good,” said

Sergeant Madden tolerantly. "Not
killer-fashion—like delinks. The
Force had to give ’em the choice of

joining up or getting out. Took years

to get ’em out. Had to use all the off-

duty men from six precincts to

handle the last riot.”

The conflict he called a riot would

have been termed a space battle by

a navy or an army. But the cops

operated within a strictly police

frame of reference, which was the

reverse of military. They weren’t try-

ing to subjugate the Huks, but to

make them behave. In consequence,

their tactics were unfathomable to
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the Huks—who thought in military

terms. Squadrons of police ships

which would have seemed ridiculous

to a fighting-force commander threw

the Huks off-balance, kept them off-

balance, did a scrupulous minimum
of damage to them, and thereby kept

out of every trap the Huks set for

them. In the end the cops supervised

and assisted at the embittered, rebel-

lious emigration of a race. The Huks

took off for the far side of the gal-

axy. They’d neither been conquered

nor exterminated. But Sergeant

Madden thought of the decisive

fracas as a riot rather than a

battle.

"Yeah,” he repeated. "They acted

a lot like delinks.”

Patrolman Willis spoke with some

heat about delinks, who are the bane

of all police forces everywhere. They

practice adolescent behavior even

after they grow up—but they never

grow up. It is delinks who put stink-

bombs in public places and write

threatening letters and give warnings

of bombs about to go off—and some-

times set them—and stuff dirt into

cold rocket-nozzles and sometimes

kill people and go incontinently

hysterical because they didn’t mean

to. Delinks do most of the damaging

things that have no sense to them.

There is no cop who has not wanted

to kill some grinning, half-scared,

half-defiant delink who hasn't yet

realized that he’s destroyed half a

million credits' worth of property or

crippled somebody for life—for no

reason at all.

Sergeant Madden listened to the
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denunciation of all the delink tribe.

Then he yawned again.

"I know!” he said. ”1 don’t like

’em either. But we got ’em. We al-

ways will have ’em. Like old age.”

Then he made computations with

a stubby pencil and asked reflective-

ly:

„
"When’re you coming out of over-

drive?”

Patrolman Willis told him. Ser-

geant Madden nodded.

"I'll take another nap,” he observ-

ed. "We’ll be there a good twenty-

two hours before the Aldeb."

The little squad ship went on at

an improbable multiple of the speed

of light. After all, this was a per-

fectly normal performance. Just an

ordinary bit of business for the

cops.

Sergeant Madden belched when
the squad ship came out of overdrive.

He watched with seeming indiffer-

ence while Patrolman Willis took a

spectro on the star ahead and to the

left, and painstakingly compared the

reading with the ancient survey-data

on the Procyron system. It had to

match, of course, unless there’d been

extraordinarily bad astrogation.

Willis put the spectroscope away,

estimated for himself, and then

checked with the dial that indicated

the brightness of the still point-sized

star. He said:

"Four light-weeks, I make it.”

Sergeant Madden nodded. A su-

perior officer should never do any-

thing useful, so long as a subordinate

isn’t making a serious mistake. That
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is the way subordinates are trained

to become superiors, in time. Patrol-

man Willis set a time-switch and

pushed the overdrive button. The
squad ship hopped, and abruptly the

local sun had a perceptible disk. Wil-

lis made the usual tests for direction

of rotation, to get the ecliptic plane.

He began to search for planets. As

he found them, he checked with the

reference data. All this was tedious.

Sergeant Madden grunted:

''That’ll be it,” he said, and point-

ed. "Water world. It’s the color of

ocean. Try it.”

Patrolman Willis threw on the

telescope screen. The image of the

distant planet leaped into view. It

was Procyron III. The spiral cloud-

arms of a considerable storm showed

in the southern hemisphere, but in

the north there was a group of specks

which would be the planet’s only

solid ground—the archipelago re-

ported by the century-old survey.

The Cerberus should have been the

first ship to land there in a hundred

years, and the squad ship should be

the second.

Patrolman Willis got the squad

ship competently over to the planet,

a diameter out. He juggled to posi-

tion over the archipelago. Sergeant

Madden turned on the space phone.

Nothing. He frowned. A grounded

ship awaiting help should transmit

a beam signal to guide its rescuer.

But nothing came up from the

ground.

Patrolman Willis looked at him

uncertainly. Sergeant Madden rum-

bled and swung the telescope below.
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The surface of the planet appeared

—deep water, practically black be-

neath a surface reflection of daytime

sky. The image shifted—a
patch of

barren rocks. The sergeant glanced

at the survey picture, shifted the

telescope, and found the northern-

most island. He swelled the picture.

He could see the white of monstrous

surf breaking on the windward shore

—waves that had gathered height go-

ing all around the planet. He traced

the shoreline. There was a bay up at

the top.

He centered the shoreline of the

bay and put on maximum magnifica-

tion. Then he pointed a stubby fore-

finger. A singular, perfectly straight

streak of black appeared, beginning

a little distance inland from the bay

and running up into what appeared

to be higher ground. The streak end-

ed not far from a serpentine arm of

the sea which almost cut the island

in half.

''That'll be it,” said Sergeant Mad-

den, rumbling. "The Cerberus had to

land on her rockets. She had some

ground speed. She burned a ten-mile

streak on the ground, coming down.”

He growled. "Commercial skippers!

'Should’ve matched velocity aloft!

Take her down.”

The squad ship drove for ground.

Patrolman Willis steadied the ship

no more than a few thousand feet

high, above the streak of scorched

ground and ashes.

"It was heading inland, all right,”

rumbled Sergeant Madden. "Lucky!

If it’d been heading the other way,

it could’ve gone out and landed in
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the sea. That would ha’ been a mess

!

But where is it?”

The squad'ship descended farther.

It followed the lane of carbonized

soil. That marking narrowed—the

Cerberus had plainly been descend-

ing. Then the streak came to an end.

It pinched out to nothing. The Cer-

berus should have been at its end.
'

It wasn’t. There was no ship down
on Procyron III.

The matter ceased to be routine.

If the liner’s drive conked out where

Procyron III was the nearest refuge

planet, it should have landed here at

least six days ago. Some ship had

landed here recently.

"Set down,” grunted Sergeant

Madden.

Patrolman Willis obeyed. The
squad ship came to rest in a minor

valley, a few hundred yards from the

end of the rocket-blast trail. Ser-

geant Madden got out. Patrolman

Willis followed him. This was a duly

surveyed and recommended refuge

planet. There was no need to check

the air or take precautions against

inimical animal or vegetable life.

The planet was safe.

They clambered over small rocky

obstacles until they came to the end

of the scorched line. They surveyed

the state of things in silence.

A ship had landed here recently.

Its blue-white rocket flames had

melted gulleys in the soil, turned it

to slag, and then flung silky, gossa-

mer threads of slag-wool over the

rocks nearby.

At the end of the melted-away
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hollows, twin slag-lined holes went

down deep into the ground. They

were take-off holes. Rockets had

burned them deeply as they gathered

force to lift the ship away again.

Sergeant Madden scrambled to the

edge of the nearest blast-well. He
put his hand on the now-solidified,

glassy slag. It wasn’t warm, but it

wasn’t cold. The glass-lined hole a

rocket leaves takes a long time to cool

down.

"She landed here, all right,” he

grunted. "But she took off again be-

fore the torp arrived to tell us about

it.”

Willis protested:

"But, sergeant! She only had one

set of rockets! She couldn’t have

taken off again! She didn’t have the

rockets to do it with!”

"I know she couldn’t,” growled

the sergeant. "But she did."

The Cerberus, once landed, should

have waited here. It was not

only a police regulation; it was com-

mon sense. When a ship broke down
in space, the exclusive hope for that

ship’s company lay in a refuge planet

for ships in that traffic lane. Even

lifeboats could ordinarily reach

some refuge planet, for picking up

later. They couldn’t possibly be lo-

cated otherwise. With three dimen-

sions in which to be missed, and

light-years of distance in which to

miss them—no ship or boat had ever

been found as much as a light-week

out in space. No ship with a crippled

drive could possibly be helped un-

less it got to a specified refuge

world where it could be found. No
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ship which had reached a refuge

planet could conceivably want to

leave it.

There was also the fact that no

ship which had made such a landing

would have extra rockets with which

to take off for departure.

The Cerberus had landed. Tim-

my’s girl was on it. It had taken off

again. It was either an impossible

mass suicide or something worse. It

certainly wasn’t routine.

Patrolman Willis asked hesitant-

ly:
..

"D’you think, sergeant, it could

be Huks sneaked back— ?”

Sergeant Madden did not answer.

He went back to the squad ship and

armed himself. Patrolman Willis fol-

lowed suit. The sergeant boobied the

squad ship so no unauthorized person

could make use of it, and so it would
disable itself if anyone with expert

knowledge tried. Therefore, nobody

with expert knowledge would try.

The two cops began a painstaking

quest for police-type evidence to tell

them what had happened, and how
and why the Cerberus was missing,

after a clumsy but safe landing on

Procyron III and when all sanity de-

manded that it stay there, and when
it was starkly impossible for it to

leave.

Sergeant Madden and Patrolman

Willis were, self-evidently, the only

human beings on a planet some nine

thousand miles in diameter. It was

easy to compute that the nearest oth-

er humans would be at least some

thousands of thousands of millions

of miles away—so far away that dis-

tance had no meaning. This planet

was something over nine-tenth roll-

ing sea, but there were a few tens

of thousands of square miles of solid

ground in the one archipelago that

broke the ocean’s surface. It was such

loneliness as very few people ever

experience. But they did not notice

it. They were busy.

They went over the ground im-

mediately about the landing place.

Rocket flame had splashed it, both

at the Cerberus’ landing and at the

impossible take-off. There was noth-

ing within a hundred yards not

burned to a crisp. They searched out-

side that area. Sergeant Madden rum-

bled to his companion:

’’Where’d the other ship land?”

Patrolman Willis blinked at him.

"There had to be another ship!”

said Sergeant Madden irritably. "To

bring the extra rockets. The other

ship had to’ve brought ’em. And it

had to have rockets of its own.

There's no spaceport here!”

Patrolman Willis blinked again.

Then he saw. The Cerberus carried

one set of emergency-landing rock-

ets, for use in a descent on a refuge

planet if the need arose. The need

had arisen and the Cerberus had

used them. Then, from somewhere,

another set of rockets had been pro-

duced for it to use in leaving. Those

other rockets must have come on an-

other ship. But it was a trifle more

complicated than that. The Cerberus

had carried one set of rockets and

used them. One. It had been sup-

plied with another set from some-
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where. Two. They must have been

brought by a ship which also used

a set of rockets to land by. That

made three. Then the other ship must

have had a fourth set for its own
take-off, or it would be grounded for-

ever on Procyron III.

Patrolman Willis frowned.

"We looked pretty carefully from

aloft," he said uncomfortably. "If

there’d been another burned-off land-

ing place, we’d have seen it.”

"I know," rumbled Sergeant Mad-
den. "And we didn’t. But there

must've been another ship aground

when the Cerberus came in. Where
was it? It prob’ly knew the Cerberus

was landing to wait for help. How?
If somebody was coming to help the

Cerberus it would be bound to spot

the other ship, and it didn’t want to

be spotted. Why? Anyhow, it

must've taken the Cerberus and sent

it off, and then taken off itself, leav-

ing nothing sensible for us to think.

’Sounds like delinks.” Then he

growled. "Only it’s not. There’d

have to be too many men. Delinks

don’t work together more’n two or

three. Too jealous of showin’ off.

But where was that other ship, and

what was it doin’ here?”

Patrolman Willis hesitated, and

then said:

"There used to be pirates, ser-

geant.”

"Uh-huh,” said the sergeant. "You
had it right the first time, most like-

ly. Not delinks. Not pirates. You
said Huks.” He looked around, esti-

matingly. "The rockets had to be

brought here from somewhere else
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where they’d been landed. I’m bet-

ting the tracks were covered pretty

careful. But rockets are heavy. Man-
handlin’ them, whoever was doin’ it

would take the easiest way. Hm-m-m.
There’s water close by over yonder.

Sort of a sound in there—too nar-

row to be a bay. Let’s have a look.

And the slopes are easiest that way,

too.”

He led off to the eastward. He
thought of Timmy’s girl. He’d never

seen her, but Timmy was going to

marry her. She was on the Cerberus.

It was the job of the cops to take

care of whatever dilemma that ship

might be in. As of here and now,

it was Sergeant Madden’s job. But

besides that, he thought of the way

Timmy would feel if anything hap-

pened to the girl he meant to marry.

As Timmy’s father, the sergeant had

to do something. He wanted to do

it fast. But it had to be done the

right way.

The route he chose was rocky, but

it was nearly the only practicable

route away from the burned-dead

landing place. He climbed toward

what on this planet was the east.

There were pinnacles and small

precipices. There were small, fleshy-

leaved bushes growing out of such

tiny collections of soil as had formed

in cracks and crevices in the

rock.

Sergeant Madden noted that one

such bush was wilted. He stopped.

He bent over and carefully felt of

the stones about it. A small rock

came out. The bush had been out of
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the ground before. It had carefully

been replaced. By someone.

"The rockets came this way," said

the sergeant, with finality. "Hauled

over this pass to the Cerberus. Some-

body must’ve knocked this bush

loose while workin’ at getting ’em

along. So he replanted it. Only not

good enough. It wilted."

"Who did it?" demanded Patrol-

man Willis.

"Who we want to know about,”

growled Sergeant Madden. "Maybe
Huks. Come on!”

He scrambled ahead. He wheezed

as he climbed and descended. After

half a mile. Patrolman Willis said

abruptly:

"You figure they all left, before

anybody tried to find ’em?"

The sergeant grunted affirmative-

ly. A quarter mile still farther, the

rocky ground fell away. There was

the gleam of water below them.

Rocky cliffs enclosed an arm of the

sea that came deep into the land,

here. In the cliffs rock-strata tilted

insanely. There were red and yellow

and black layers—mostly yellow and

black. They showed in startlingly

clear contrast.

"Right!" said Sergeant Madden in

morose satisfaction. ”1 thought there

might’ve been a boat. But this’s

it!”

He went down a steep descent to

the very edge of the sound—it was

even more like a fjord—where the

waters of the ocean came in among
the island’s hills. On the far side, a

little cascade leaped and bubbled

down to join the sea.
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"You go that way,” commanded
Sergeant Madden, "and I’ll go this.

We’ve got two things to look for

—

a shallow place in the water coming

right up to shore. And look for signs

of traffic from the cliffs to the water.

By the color of those rocks, we’d

ought to find both.”

He lumbered away along the

water’s edge. There were no crea-

tures which sang or chirped. The

only sounds were wind and the lap-

ping of waves against the shore. It

was very, very lonely.

Half a mile from the point of his

first descent, the sergeant found a

shoal. It was a flat space of shallow

water—discoverable by the color of

the bottom. The water was not over

four feet deep. It was a remarkably

level shoal place.

He whistled on his fingers. When
Patrolman Willis reached him, he

pointed to the cliffs directly across

the beach from the shallow water.

Lurid yellow tints stained the cliff

walls. Odd masses of fallen stone

dotted the cliff foot. At one place

they were piled high. That pile

looked quite natural—except that it

was at the very center of the shore

line next the shoal.

"This rock’s yellow," said Ser-

geant Madden, rumbling a little.

"It’s mineral. If we had a Geiger,

it’d be raising hell, here. There’s a

mine in there. Uranium. If a ship

came down on rockets, an’ landed in

that shoal place yonder . . . why . . .

it wouldn’t leave a burned spot

cornin’ down or takin’ off, either.

Y’see?”
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Patrolman Willis said: "Look

here, sergeant
—

”

“I’m in command here,” growled

Sergeant Madden. "Huks didn’t

booby trap. Proud as hell, and

touchy as all get-out, but not killers.

Not crazy killers, anyhow. You go

get up yonder. Up where we started

down. Then go on away. Back to the

squad ship. If I don’t come along,

anyhow you’ll know what’s what

when the Aldeb comes.”

Patrolman Willis expostulated.

Sergeant Madden was firm. In the

end. Patrolman Willis went away.

And Sergeant Madden sat at ease

and rested until he had time enough

to get back to the squad ship. It was

true that the Huks didn’t booby

trap. They hadn’t had the practice,

anyhow, eighty years ago. But this

was a very important matter. Maybe
they considered it so important that

they’d changed their policy concern-

ing this.

Wheezing a little, Sergeant Mad-
den pulled away large stones and

small ones. An opening appeared be-

hind them. He grunted and con-

tinued his labor. Nothing happened.

The mouth of a mine shaft appear-

ed, going horizontally into the

cliff.

Puffing from his exertions, Ser-

geant Madden went in. It was nec-

essary if he were to make a routine

examination.

The Aldeb came in a full day

later. It descended, following the

space beacon the squad ship sent up

from its resting place. The Aldeb
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was not an impressive sight, of

course. It was a medium-sized police

salvage ship. It had a crew of fif-

ten, and it was powerfully engined,

and it contained a respectable amount

of engineering experience and ability,

plus some spare parts and, much
more important, the tools with which

to make others. It came down in a

highly matter-of-fact fashion, and

Sergeant Madden and Patrolman

Willis went over to it to explain the

situation.

"The Cerberus came in on rock-

ets,” rumbled the sergeant, in the

salvage ship’s skipper’s cabin. "She

landed. We found signs that some

of her people came out an’ strolled

around lookin’ for souvenirs and

such. I make a guess that there was

a minin’ man among them, but it’s

only a guess. Anyhow somebody

went over to where there’s some

parti-colored cliffs, where the sea

comes away inland. And when they

got to that place . . . why . . . there

was a ship there. Then.”

He paused, frowning.

"It would’ve been standing on an

artificial shoal place, about thirty

yards from a shaft that was the

mouth of a mine. Uranium. And
there’s been a lot of uranium taken

outta there ! It was hauled right outta

the mine shaft across the beach to

the ship that was waitin’. And there’s

fresh work in that mine, but not a

tool or a scrap of paper to tell who
was workin’ it. It must’ve been

cleaned up like that every time a ship

left after loadin’ up. Humans
wouldn’t’ve done it. They wouldn’t
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care. Huks would. There’s not sup-

posed to be any of them left in these

parts, but I’m guessing the mine was

dug by Huks, and the Cerberus was

taken away by them because the hu-

mans on the Cerberus found out

there was Huks around.”

Patrolman Willis said: "The ser-

geant took a chance on the mine be-

ing booby-trapped and went in, after

sending me out of range.”

The sergeant scowled at him and

went on.

"How it happened don’t matter.

Maybe somebody spotted the ship

from the Cerberus as it was cornin’

down. Maybe anything. But whoever

run the mine found out somebody

knew they were there, so they rush-

ed the Cerberus—there prob’ly

wasn’t even a stun-pistol on board

to fight with—and they put new
rockets on her.”

The skipper of the salvage ship

Aldeb nodded wisely.

"A ship cornin’ to load up min-

erals where there wasn’t any space-

port,” he observed, "would have a

set of rockets to land on, empty, and

a double set to take off on, loaded.

Yeah.”

"They must’ve figured,” said Ser-

geant Madden, "that we just couldn’t

make any sense out of what we
found. And if we hadn’t turned up
that mine, maybe never would. But

anyhow they sent the Cerberus off

and covered everything up and went

off to stay, themselves, until we gave

up and went home.”

"I wonder,” said the skipper of
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the Aldeb, "where they took the

Cerberus? That’s my job!”

"Not far,” grunted Sergeant Mad-
den. "They had to be taking the Cer-

berus somewhere. If they just wanted

to wipe it out, after they rushed it,

they coulda just set off its fuel like

it’d happened in a bad landing. And
that landing was bad ! If there’d been

a fuel-explosion crater at the end of

that burnt line on the ground, no-

body’d ever’ve looked further. But

there wasn’t. So there’s a place

they’re takin’ the Cerberus to. But

it’s got a brokedown drive. It can

only hobble along. They can’t try to

get but so far! What’s the nearest

sol-type star?”

The Aldeb' s skipper pushed a but-

ton and the Precinct Atlas came out

of its slot. The skipper punched keys

and the atlas clicked and whirred.

Then its screen lighted. It showed a

report on a solar system that had

been fully surveyed.

"Uh-uh,” grunted the sergeant.

"A survey woulda showed up if a

planet was Huk-occupied. What’s

next nearest?”

Again the atlas whirred and

clicked. A single line of type ap-

peared. It said, "Sirene, 1432. Un-

surveyed.” The galactic co-ordinates

followed. That was all.

"This looks likely!” said the ser-

geant. "Unsurveyed, and off the ship

lanes. It ain’t between any place and

any other. It could go a thousand

years and never be landed on. It’s

got planets.”

It was highly logical. According
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to Krishnamurti’s Law, any sol-type

sun was bound to have planets of

such-and-such relative sizes in orbits

of such-and-such relative distances.

"Willis and me," said the ser-

geant, "we’ll go over and see if

there’s Huks there and if they’ve got

the Cerberus. You better get this

stuff on a message-torp ready to send

off if you have to. Are you going to

come over to this—Sirene 1432?”

The skipper of the Aldeb shrug-

ged.

"Might as well. Why go home
and have to come back again ? There
could be a lot of Huks there.”

"Yeah,” admitted Sergeant Mad-
den. "I’d guess a whole planet full

of ’em that laid low when the rest

were scrapping with the Force. The
others lost and went clean across the

galaxy. These characters stayed close.

I’m guessing. But they hid their

mine, here. They could’ve been stew-

ing in their own juice these past

eighty years, getting set to put up a

hell of a scrap when somebody
found ’em. We’ll be the ones to do

it.”

He stood up and shook himself.

"It’s not far,” he repeated. "Our
boat’s just fast enough we ought to

get there a couple of days after the

Cerberus sets down. You’d ought to

be live-six hours behind us.” He con-

sidered.
”
’Meet you north pole farth-

est planet out this side of the sun.

Right?”

"I’ll look for you there,” said the

skipper of the Aldeb.

Sergeant Madden and Patrolman

Willis went out of the salvage ship
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and trudged to the squad ship. They

climbed in.

"You got the co-ordinates?” asked

the sergeant.

”1 copied them off the atlas,” said

Willis.

Sergeant Madden settled himself

comfortably.

"We’ll go over,” he grumbled,

"and see what makes these Huks
tick. They raised a lot of hell, eighty

years ago. It took all the off-duty

men from six precincts to handle the

last riot. The Huks had got together

and built themselves a fightin' fleet

then, though. It’s not likely there’s

more than one planetful of them

where we’re going. I thought they’d

all been moved out.”

He shook his head vexedly.

"No need for ’em to have to go,

except they wouldn’t play along with

humans. Acted like delinks, they did.

Only proud. Y’don’t get mad fight-

ing ’em. So I heard, anyway. If they

only had sense you could get along

with them.”

He dogged the door shut. Patrol-

man Willis pushed a button. The

squad ship fell toward the sky.

Very matter-of-factly.

On the way over, in overdrive,

Sergeant Madden again dozed a

great deal of the time. Sergeants do

not fraternize extensively with mere

patrolmen, even on assignments.

Especially not very senior sergeants

only two years from retirement. Pa-

trolman Willis met with the ser-

geant’s approval, to be sure. Timmy
was undoubtedly more competent as
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a cop, but Timmy would have been

in a highly emotional state with his

girl on the Cerberus and that ship

in the hands of the Huks.

Between naps, the sergeant somno-

lently went over what he knew about

the alien race. He’d heard that their

thumbs were on the outside of their

hands. Intelligent nonhumans would

have to have hands, and with some

equivalent of opposable thumbs, if

their intelligence was to be of any

use to them. They pretty well had to

be bipeds, too, and if they weren’t

warm-blooded they couldn’t have the

oxygen-supply that highgrade brain

cells require.

There were even certain necessary

psychological facts. They had to be

capable of learning and of passing

on what they’d learned, or they’d

never have gotten past an instinctual

social system. To pass on acquired

knowledge, they had to have family

units in which teaching was done to

the young—at least at the beginning.

Schools might have been invented

later. Most of all, their minds had

to work logically to cope with a log-

ically constructed universe. In fact,

they had to be very much like hu-

mans, in almost all significant re-

spects, in order to build up a

civilization and develop sciences and

splendidly to invade space just a few

centuries before humans found them.

But, said Sergeant Madden to him-

self, I bet they’ve still got armies and
navies!

Patrolman Willis looked at him
inquiringly, but the sergeant scowled

at his own thoughts. Yet the idea
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was very likely. When Huks first

encountered humans, they bristled

with suspicion. They were definitely

on the defensive when they learned

that humans had been in space longer

—much longer—than they had, and

already occupied planets in almost

fifteen per cent of the galaxy.

Sergeant Madden found his mind

obscurely switching to the matter of

delinks—those characters who act

like adolescents, not only while they

are kids, but after. They were the

permanent major annoyance of the

cops, because what they did didn’t

make sense. Learned books explained

why people went delink, of course.

Mostly it was that they were madly

ambitious to be significant, to mat-

ter in some fashion, and didn’t have

the ability to matter in the only ways

they could understand. They wanted

to drive themselves to eminence, and

frantically snatched at chances to

make themselves nuisances because

they couldn’t wait to be important

any other way.

Sergeant Madden blinked slowly

to himself. When humans first took

to space a lot of them were after

glamour, which is the seeming of

importance. His son Timmy was on

the cops because he thought it glam-

orous. Patrolman Willis was prob-

ably the same way. Glamour is the

offer of importance. An offer of im-

portance is glamour.

The sergeant grunted to himself.

A possible course of action came into

his mind. He and Patrolman Willis

were on the way to the solar system

Sirene 1432, where Krishnamurti’s
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Law said there ought to be some-

thing very close to a terran-type plan-

et in either the third or fourth orbit

out from the sun. That planet would

be inhabited by Huks, who were very

much like humans. They knew of the

defeat and forced emigration of their

fellow-Huks in other solar systems.

They’d hidden from humans—and it

must have outraged their pride. So

they must be ready to put up a des-

perate and fanatical fight if they

were ever discovered.

A squad ship with two cops in it,

and a dumpy salvage ship with fif-

teen more, did not make an impres-

sive force to try to deal with a

planetary population which bitterly

hated humans. But the cops did not

plan conquest. They were neither a

fighting rescue expedition nor a

punitive one. They were simply cops

on assignment to get the semi-

freighter Cerberus back in shape to

travel on her lawful occasions among
the stars, and to see that she and her

passengers and crew got to the des-

tination for which they’d started. The
cop’s purpose was essentially routine.

And the Huks couldn’t possibly

imagine it.

Sergeant Madden settled some

things in his mind and dozed off

again.

When the squad ship came out of

overdrive and he was awakened by

the unpleasantness of breakout, he

yawned. He looked on without com-

ment as Patrolman Willis matter-of-

factly performed the tricky task of

determining the ecliptic while a solar
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system’s sun was little more than a

first-magnitude star. It was wholly

improbable that anything like Huk
patrol ships would be out so far. It

was even more improbable that any

kind of detection devices would be

in operation. Any approaching ship

could travel several times as fast as

any signal.

Patrolman Willis searched pains-

takingly. He found a planet which

was a mere frozen lump of matter

in vastness. It was white from a layer

of frozen gases piled upon its mote

solid core. He made observations.

"I can find it again, sir, to meet

the Aldeb. Orders, sir?”

"Orders?” demanded Sergeant

Madden. "What? Oh. Head in to-

ward the sun. The Huks’ll be on

Planet Three or Four, most likely.

And that’s where they’ll have the

Cerberus.”

The squad ship continued sunward

while Patrolman Willis continued his

observations. A star-picture along the

ecliptic. An hour’s run on interplan-

etary drive—no overdrive field in

use. Another picture. The two prints

had only to be compared with a

blinker for planets to stick out like

sore thumbs, as contrasted with stars

that showed no parallax. Sirene I

—

the innermost planet—was plainly

close to a transit. II was away on

the far side of its orbit. Ill was also

on the far side. IV was in quadra-

ture. There was the usual gap where

V should have been. VI—it didn’t

matter. They’d passed VIII a little

while since, a ball of stone with a

frigid gas-ice covering.
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Patrolman Willis worked pains-

takingly with amplifiers on what odd-

ments could be picked up in space.

"It’s Four, sir,” he reported un-

necessarily, because the sergeant had

watched as he worked. "They’ve got

detectors out. I could just barely pick

up the pulses. But by the time

they’ve been reflected back they’ll be

away below thermal noise-volume. I

don’t think even multiples could

pick ’em out. I’m saying, sir, that I

don’t think they can detect us at this

distance.”

Sergeant Madden grunted.

"D’you think we came this far not

to be noticed?” he asked. But he was

not peevish. Rather, he seemed more

thoroughly awake than he’d been

since the squad ship left the Precinct

substation back on Varenga IV. He
rubbed his hands a little and stood

up. "Hold it a minute, Willis.”

He went back to the auxiliary-

equipment locker. He returned to his

seat beside Patrolman Willis. He
opened the breech of the ejector-tube

beside his chair.

"You’ve had street-fighting train-

ing,” he said almost affably, "at the

Police Academy. And siege-of-crim-

inals courses too, eh?” He did not

wait for an answer. "It’s historic,”

he observed, "that since time began

cops've been stickin’ out hats for

crooks to shoot at, and that crooks’ve

been shooting, thinking there were

heads in ’em.”

He put a small object in the ejec-

tor tube, poked it to proper seating,

and settled himself comfortably,

again.
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"Can you make it to about a quar-

ter-million miles of Four,” he asked

cheerfully, "in one hop?”

Patrolman Willis set up the hop-

timer. Sergeant Madden was pleased

that he aimed the squad ship not ex-

actly at the minute disk which was

Planet IV of this system. It was pru-

dence against the possibility of an

error in the reading of distance.

"Ever use a marker, Willis?”

Patrolman Willis said: "No, sir.”

Before he’d finished saying it the

squad ship had hopped into over-

drive and out again.

Sergeant Madden approved of the

job. His son Timmy couldn’t have

done better. Here was Planet IV be-

fore them, a little off to one side, as

was proper. They had run no risk

of hitting in overdrive.

The distance was just about a

quarter-million miles, if Krishnamur-

ti’s Law predicting the size and

distance of planets in a sol-type sys-

tem was reliable. The world was

green and had icecaps. There should

always be, in a system of this kind,

at least one oxygen-planet with a

nearly-terran-normal range of tem-

perature. That usually meant green

plants and an ocean or two. There

wasn’t quite as much sea as usual, on

this planet, and therefore there were

some extensive yellow areas that

must be desert. But it was a good,

habitable world. Anybody whose

home it was would defend it fiercely.

"Hm-m-m,” said Sergeant Mad-
den. He took the ejector-tube lan-

yard in his hand. He computed
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mentally. About a quarter-million

miles, say. A second and a half to

alarm, down below. Five seconds

more to verification. Another five to

believe it. Not less than twenty al-

together to report and get authority

to fire. The Huks were a fighting

race and presumably organized, so

they’d have a chain of command and

decisions would be made at the top.

Army stuff, or navy. Not like tbe

cops, where everybody knew both the

immediate and final purposes of any

operation in progress, and could act

without waiting for orders.

It should be not less than thirty

seconds before a firing key made
contact down below. As a matter of

history, years ago the Huks had used

eighty-gravity rockets with tracking-

heads and bust-bombs on them.

These Huks would hardly be behind

the others in equipment. And back

then, too, Huks kept their rocket

missiles out in orbit where they could

flare into eighty-gee acceleration

without wasting time getting out to

where an enemy was. In their strag-

gle against the cops two generations

ago the Huks had had to learn that

fighting wasn’t all drama and heroics.

The cops had taken the glamour out

when they won. So the Huks would-

n’t waste time making fine gestures

now. The squad ship had appeared

off their planet. It had not transmit-

ted a code identification-signal the

instant it came out of overdrive. The
Huks were hiding from the cops, so

they’d shoot.

"Hop on past,” commanded Ser-

geant Madden, "the instant I jerk
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the ejector lanyard. Don’t fool

around. Over the pole will do.”

Patrolman Willis set the hop-

timer. Twenty seconds. Twenty-two.

Three. Four.

"Hop!” said Sergeant Madden. As

he spoke, he jerked the lanyard.

Before the syllable was finished,

Patrolman Willis pressed hard on

the overdrive button. There came

the always-nauseating sensation of

going into overdrive combined with

the even more unpleasant sensation

of coming out of it. The squad ship

was somewhere else.

A vast, curving whiteness hung

catercornered in the sky. It was the

planet’s icecap, upside down. Patrol-

man Willis had possibly cut it a trifle

too fine.

"Right,” said the sergeant com-

fortably. "Now swing about to go

back and meet the Alcteb. But wait.”

The stars and the monstrous white

bowl reeled in their positions as the

ship turned. Sergeant Madden felt

that he could spare seconds, here.

He ignored the polar regions of Si-

rene IV, hanging upside down to

rearward from the squad ship. Even

a planetary alarm wouldn’t get polar-

area observers set to fire in much less

than forty seconds, and there’d have

to be some lag in response to instru-

ment reports. It wouldn’t be as if

trouble had been anticipated at just

this time.

The squad ship steadied. Sergeant

Madden looked with pleasurable an-

ticipation back to where the ship had

come out of overdrive and lingered

for twenty-four seconds. Willis had
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moved the squad ship from that po-

sition, but the sergeant had left a

substitute. The small object he’d

dropped from the ejector tube now
swelled and writhed and struggled.

In pure emptiness, a shape of metal

foil inflated itself. It was surprising-

ly large—almost the size of the

squad ship. But in emptiness the

fraction of a cubic inch of normal-

pressure gas would inflate a foil bag

against no resistance at all. This

flimsy shape even jerked into mo-

tion. Released gas poured out its

back. There was no resistance to ac-

celeration save mass, which was

negligible.

A sudden swirling cloud of vapor

appeared where the squad ship’s sub-

stitute went mindlessly on its way.

The vapor rushed toward the space-

marker.

A star appeared. It was a strictly

temporary star, but even from a

quarter-million-mile distance it was

incredibly bright. It was a bomb,

blasting a metal-foil flimsy which

the electronic brain of a missile-rock-

et could only perceive as an unidenti-

fied and hence enemy object. Bomb
and rocket and flimsy metal foil

turned together to radioactive metal

vapor.

Sergeant Madden knew profes-

sional admiration.

"Thirty-four seconds!” he said ap-

provingly.

The Huks could not have expected

the appearance of an enemy just here

and now. It was the first such ap-

pearance in all the planet’s history.

They certainly looked for no conse-

quences of the seizure of the Cer-

berus, carefully managed as that had

been. So to detonate a bomb against

an unexpected inimical object within

thirty-four seconds after its appear-

ance was very good work indeed.

"Hm-m-m,” said Sergeant Mad-
den, "we’ve nothing more to do right

now, Willis. We’ll go back to that

hunk of ice you spotted cornin’ in,

and wait for the Aldeb.”

Patrolman Willis obediently set

the hop-timer and swung the squad

ship to a proper aiming. He pressed

the overdrive button.

His manner, like that of Sergeant

Madden, was the manner of someone

conducting a perfectly routine opera-

tion.

"If my son Timmy were with me
on this job,” said Sergeant Madden,

"I’d point out the inner meaning of

the way we’re going about handling

it.”

He reposed in his bucket-seat in

the squad ship, which at that mo-

ment lay aground not quite right-

side-up close to the north pole of

Sirene VIII. The local sun was not

in view. The squad ship’s ports

opened upon the incredible bril-

liance of the galaxy as seen out of

atmosphere. There was no atmos-

phere here. It was all frozen. But

there was a horizon, and the light of

the stars showed the miniature jun-

gle of gas crystals. Frozen gases

—

frozen to gas-ice—they were feathery.

They were lacy. They were infinitely

delicate. They were frost in three di-

mensions.
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"Yes, sir,” said Patrolman Willis.

"The Aldeb's due soon,” said Ser-

geant Madden, "so I’ll make it

short. The whole thing is that we
are cops, and the Huks are soldiers.

Which means that they’re after feel-

ing important—after glamour. Every

one of ’em figures it’s necessary to

be important. He craves it.”

Patrolman Willis listened. He had

a proximity detector out, which

would pick up any radiation caused

by the cutting of magnetic lines of

force by any object. It made very

tiny whining noises from time to

time. If anything from a Huk mis-

sile rocket to the salvage ship Aldeb

approached, however, the sound

would be distinctive.

"Now that,” said Sergeant Mad-
den, "is the same thing that makes

delinks. A delink tries to matter in

the world he lives in. It’s a small

world, with only him and his close

pals in it. So he struts before his

pals. He don’t realize that anybody

but him and his pals are human.

See?"

"I know!” said Patrolman Willis

with an edge to his voice. "Last

month a couple of delinks set a

ground-truck running downhill, and

jumped off it, and
—

”

"True,” said Sergeant Madden.
He rumbled for a moment. "A sol-

dier lives in a bigger world he tries

to matter in. He’s protectin’ that

world and being admired for it. In

old, old days his world was maybe

a day’s march across. Later it got to

be continents. They tried to make it

planets, but it didn’t work. But
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there’ve got to be enemies to protect

a world against, or a soldier isn’t

important. He’s got no glamour.

Y’see?”

"Yes, sir,” said Willis.

"Then there’s us cops,” said Ser-

geant Madden wryly. "Mostly we
join up for the glamour. We think

it’s important to be a cop. But pres-

ently we find we ain’t admired. Then

there’s no more glamour—but we’re

still important. A cop matters because

he protects people against other peo-

ple that want to do things to ’em.

Against characters that want to get

important by hurtin’ ’em. Being a

cop means you matter against all the

delinks and crooks an’ fools and mur-

derers who’d pull down civilization

in a minute if they could, just so

they could be important because

they did it. But there’s no glamour!

We’re not admired! We just do our

job. And if I sound sentimental, I

mean it.”

"Yes, sir,” said Willis.

"There’s a big picture in the big

hall in Police Headquarters on Val-

dez III,” said the sergeant. "It’s the

story of the cops from the early days

when they wore helmets, and the

days when they rode bicycles, and

when they drove ground-cars. There’s

not only cops, but civilians, in every

one of the panels, Willis. And if you

look careful, you’ll see that there’s

one civilian in every panel that’s

thumbin’ his nose at a cop.”

"I’ve noticed,” said Willis.

"Remember it,” said Sergeant

Madden. "It bears on what we’ve

got to do to handle these Huks. Sol-
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diers couldn’t do what we’ve got to.

They’d fight, to be admired. We
can’t. It’d spoil our job. We’ve got

to persuade ’em to behave them-
selves.”

Then he frowned, as if he were
dissatisfied with what he’d said. He
shook his head and made an impa-

tient gesture.

"No good,” he said vexedly. "You
can’t say it. Hm-m-m . . . I’ll nap
a while until the Aldeb gets here.”

He settled back to doze.

Patrolman Willis regarded him
with an odd expression. They were

aground on Sirene VIII, on which
no human ship had ever landed be-

fore them, and they had stirred up
a hornet’s nest on Sirene IV, which
had orbital eighty-gee rocket missiles

in orbit around it with bust bomb
heads and all the other advantages of

civilization. The Aldeb was on the

way with a fifteen-man crew. And
seventeen men, altogether, must pit

themselves against an embattled

planet with all its population ready

and perhaps eager for war. Their

errand was to secure the release of

human prisoners and the surrender

of a seized spaceship from a proud

and desperate race.

It did not look promising. Ser-

geant Madden did not look like the

kind of genius who could carry it

through. Dozing, with his chin tilted

forward on his chest, he looked

hopelessly commonplace.

The skipper of the Aldeb came

over to the squad ship, because Ser-

geant Madden loathed spacesuits and

A MATTER OF IMPORTANCE

there was no air on Sirene VIII. Pa-

trolman Willis watched as the skip-

per came wading through the lacy,

breast-high gas-frost. It seemed a

pity for such infinitely delicate and
beautiful objects to be broken and
crushed.

The sergeant unlocked the lock-

door and spoke into a microphone
when he heard the skipper stamping

on the steel lock-flooring.

"Brush yourself off,” commanded
the sergeant, "and sweep the stuff

outside. Part of its methane and

there’s some ammonia in those crys-

tals.”

There was a suitable pause. The
outer door closed. The lock filled

with air, and gas-crystal fragments

turned to reeking vapor as they

warmed. The skipper bled them out

and refilled the lock. Then he came
inside. He opened his face plate.

"Well?”

"There’s Huks here,” Sergeant

Madden told him, "their hair in a

braid and all set to go. They popped
off a marker I stuck out for them to

shoot at in thirty-four seconds by the

clock. Bright boys, these Huks ! They
don’t wait to ask questions. When
they see something, they shoot at it.”

The skipper tilted back his helmet

and said beseechingly:

"Scratch my head, will you?”

When Patrolman Willis reached

out his hand, the skipper revolved

his head under it until the itchy place

was scratched. Most men itch instant-

ly they are unable to scratch. The
skipper’s space gloves were sprouting

whiskers of moisture-frost now.
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"Thanks,” he said gratefully.

"What are you going to do, ser-

geant?”

"Open communication with ’em,”

said the sergeant, heavily.

The skipper waited. Opening
communication with someone who
shoots on detector-contact may be

difficult.

"I figure,” rumbled the sergeant,

"they’re a lot like delinks. A cop

can figure how they think, but they

can’t figure how a cop thinks.”

"Such as?” asked the skipper.

"They can’t understand anybody

not tryin’ to be important,” said Ser-

geant Madden. "It baffles ’em.”

"What’s that got to do with the

people on the Cerberus?” demanded
the skipper. "It’s our job to get them
and the Cerberus back on the way to

port!”

”1 know!” conceded Sergeant

Madden, "and the girl my son Tim-
my’s going to marry is one of them.

But I don’t think we’ll have much
trouble. Have you got any multipoly

plastic on the Aldeb?”

The skipper nodded, blankly. Mul-
tipoly plastic is a substance as

anomalous as its name. It is a mul-

tiple polymer of someth ing-or-other

which stretches very accommodating-

ly to a surprising expanse, and then

suddenly stops stretching. When it

stops, it has a high and obstinate

tensile strength. All ships carry it

for temporary repairs, because it will

seal off anything. A one-mill thick-

ness will hold fifteen pounds pres-

sure. Ships have been known to

come down for landing with bubbles
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of multipoly glistening out of holes

in their hulls. A salvage ship, espe-

cially, would carry an ample supply.

A minor convenience in its use is

the fact that a detonator-cap set off

at any part of it starts a wave of dis-

integration which is too slow to be

an explosion and cleans up the mess

made in its application.

“Naturally I’ve got it," said the

skipper. "What do you want with

it?”

Sergeant Madden told him. Pain-

fully. Painstakingly.

"The tough part,” said the skip-

per, "is making ’em go out an ejec-

tor tube. But I’ve got fourteen good

men. Give me two hours for the first

batch. We'll make up the second

while you're placing them.”

Sergeant Madden nodded.

The skipper went into the lock and

closed the door behind him. After a

moment Patrolman Willis saw him

wading through the incredibly deli-

cate and fragile gas-ice crystals.

Then the Aldeb ' s lock swallowed

him.

The odd thing about the Huk busi-

ness was the minute scale of the

things that happened, compared to

the background in which they took

place. The squad ship, for example,

lifted off Sirene VIII for the second

time. She’d been out once and come

back for the second batch of multi-

poly objects. Sirene VIII was not a

giant planet, by any means, but it

was a respectable six thousand miles

in diameter. The squad ship’s sixty

feet of length was a mote so minute
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by comparison that no comparison

was possible.

She headed in toward the sun.

She winked out of existence into

overdrive. She headed toward Sirene

IV, in quadrature, where missile

rockets floited in orbit awaiting the

coming of any enemy. The distance

to be traveled was roughly one and

a half light-hours—some twelve as-

tronomical units of ninety-three mil-

lion miles each.

The squad ship covered that dis-

tance in a negligible length of time.

It popped into normality about two

hundred thousand miles out from the

Huk home-world. It seemed inso-

lently to remain there. In a matter

of seconds it appeared at another

place—a hundred fifty thousand

miles out, but off to one side. It

seemed arrogantly to remain there,

too—in a second place at the same

time. Then it appeared, with the

arbitrary effect a ship does give when
coming out of overdrive, at a third

place a hundred seventy-five thou-

sand miles from the planet. At a

fourth place barely eighty thousand

miles short of collision with the Huk
world. At a fifth place. A sixth. Each

time it appeared, it seemed to remain

in plain, challenging, insolent view,

without ceasing to exist at the spots

where it had appeared previously. In

much less than a minute, the seeming

of a sizable squadron of small human
ships had popped out of emptiness

and lay off the Huk home world at

distances ranging from eighty thou-

sand miles to three times as much.

Suddenly, light flashed intolerably
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in emptiness. It was in contact with

one of the seeming squad ships,

which ceased to be. But immediately

two more ships appeared at widely

different spot's. A second flash—giant

and terrible nearby—a pin point of

light among the stars. Another os-

tensible human ship vanished in

atomic flame—but still another ap-

peared magically from nowhere. A
third and then a fourth flash. Three

more within successive seconds.

Squad ships continued to appear

as if by necromancy, and space near

the planet was streaked by flarings

of white vapor as eighty-gee rockets

hurled themselves to destruction

against the invading objects. As each

bomb went off, its light was brighter

than the sun. But each was a mere

flicker in enormousness. They flash-

ed, and flashed— Each was a bomb
turning forty kilograms of matter

into pure, raw, raging destruction.

Each was devastation sufficient to de-

stroy the greatest city the galaxy ever

knew.

But in that appalling emptiness

they were mere scintillations. In the

background of a solar system's vast-

ness they made all the doings of men
and Huks alike seem ludicrous.

For a long time—perhaps five

minutes, perhaps ten—the flashings

which were the most terrible of all

weapons continued. Each flash de-

stroyed something which, in scale,

was less than a dust mote. But more

motes appeared, and more and more

and more.

And presently the flashes grew in-

frequent. The threads of vapor which
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led to each grew longer. In a little

while they came from halfway

around the planet. Then squad ships

appeared even there. And immediate-

ly pin points of intolerable brilliance

destroyed them—yet never as fast as

they appeared.

Finally there came ten seconds in

which no atomic flame ravened in

emptiness. One more glitter. Fifteen

seconds. Twenty. Thirty seconds

without a flashing of atomic ex-

plosive

—

The surviving objects which ap-

peared to be squad ships hung in

space. They moved without plan.

They swam through space without

destination. Presently the most un-

observant of watches must have per-

ceived that their movement was ran-

dom. That they were not driven.

That they had no purpose. That they

were not squad ships but targets

—

and not even robot targets—set out

for the missile rockets of the Huk
planet to expend themselves on.

The missile rockets had expended

themselves.

So Sergeant Madden opened com-

munication with the Huks.

"These Huks,” observed Sergeant

Madden as the squad ship descended

to the Huk planet’s, surface, "they

must’ve had a share in the scrapping

eighty years ago. They’ve got every-

thing the old-time Huks had.

They’ve even got recordings of hu-

man talk from civilian human pris-

oners of years gone by. And they

kept somebody able to talk it—for

when they fought with us!”

Patrolman Willis did not answer.

He had a strange expression on his

face. At the moment they were al-

ready within the Huk home-planet’s

atmosphere. From time to time a

heavily accented voice gave curt in-

structions. It was a Huk voice, telling

Patrolman Willis how to guide the

squad ship to ground where—under

truce—Sergeant Madden might hold

conference with Huk authorities.
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"Hold the course,” said the voice.

"That is r-right. Do as you are."

The horizon had ceased to be curv-

ed minutes ago. Now the ground

rose gradually. The ground was

green. Large green growths clustered

ofTtfo one side of the flat area where

the ship was to alight. They were

the equivalent of trees on this planet.

Undoubtedly there were equivalents

of grass and shrubs, and seed-bear-

ing and root-propagating vegetation,

and Huks would make use of some

seeds and roots for food. Because in

order to have a civilization one has

to have a larger food -supply than

can be provided by even the thriftiest

of grazing animals. But the Huks or

their ancestors would need to have

been flesh-eaters also, for brains to

be useful in hunting and therefore

for mental activity to be recognized

as useful. A vegetarian community

can maintain a civilization, but it has

to start off on meat.

A clump of ground-cars waited for

the squad ship’s landing. The ship

touched, delicately. Sergeant Madden
rumbled and got out of his chair.

Patrolman Willis looked at him un-

easily.

"Huh!” said Sergeant Madden.

"Of course you can come. You want

them to think we’re bluffing? No.

Nothing to fight with. The Huks
think our fleet’s set to do the fight-

ing.’’

He undogged the exit door and

went out through the small vestibule

which was also the ship’s air lock.

Patrolman Willis joined him out-of-

doors. The air was fresh. The sky
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was blue. Clouds floated in the skv,

and growing things gave off a nut-

unpleasant odor, and a breeze blew

uncertainly. But such things happen

on appropriate planets in most sol-

type solar systems.

Huks came toward them. Stiffly.

Defiantly. The most conspicuous

difference between Huks and hu-

mans was of degree. Huks grew hair

all over their heads, instead of only

parts of it. But they wore garments,

and some of the garments were

identical and impressive, so they

could be guessed to be uniforms.

"How-do,” said the voice that had

guided the ship down. "We are

r-ready to listen to your message.”

Sergeant Madden said heavily:

"We humans believe you Huks
have got a good fleet. We believe

you’ve got a good army. We know
you’ve got good rockets and a fight-

ing force that’s worth a lot to us. We
want to make a treaty for you to take

over and defend as much territory

as you’re able to, against some char-

acters heading this way from the

Coalsack region.”

Silence. The interpreter translated,

and the Huks muttered astonishedly

among themselves. The interpreter

received instructions.

"Do you mean others of our

r-race? he demanded haughtily.

"Members of our own r-race who
r-return to r-recover their home
worlds from humans?”

"Hell, no!” said Sergeant Mad-

den dourly. "If you can get in con-

tact with them and bring them back,

they can have their former planets

93



back and more besides—if they’ll de-

fend ’em. We’re stretched thin. We
didn’t come here to fight your fleet.

We came to ask it to join us.”

More mutterings. The interpreter

faced about.

"This surpr-rises us,” he said

darkly. "We know of no danger in

the direction you speak of. Per-rhaps

we would wish to make fr-riends

with that danger instead of you!”

Sergeant Madden snorted.

"You’re welcome!” Then he said

sardonically: "If you’re able to reach

us after you try, the offer stands. Join

us, and you’ll give your own com-

mands and make your own decisions.

We’ll co-operate with you. But you

won’t make friends with the charac-

ters I’m talking about! Not hard-

More hurried discussions still. The
interpreter, defiantly: "And if we
r-refuse to join you?”

Sergeant Madden shrugged.

"Nothing. You’ll fight on your

own, anyhow. So will we. If we
joined up we could both fight better.

I came to try to arrange so we’d both

be stronger. We need you. You need

us.”

There was a pause. Patrolman Wil-

lis swallowed. At five-million-mile

intervals, in a circle fifty million

miles across with the Huk world as

its center, objects floated in space.

Patrolman Willis knew about them,

because he and Sergeant Madden had

put them there immediately after the

missile rockets ceased to explode. He
knew what they were, and his spine
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crawled at the thought of what would

happen if the Huks found out. But

the distant objects were at the limit

of certain range for detection de-

vices. The planet's instruments could

just barely pick them up. They sub-

tended so small a fraction of a thou-

sandth of a second of arc that no

information could be had about

them.

But they acted like a monstrous

space fleet, ready to pour down war-

headed missiles in such numbers as

to smother the planet in atomic

flame. Patrolman Willis could not

imagine admitting that such a sup-

posed fleet needed another fleet to

help it. A military man, bluffing as

Sergeant Madden bluffed, would not

have dared offer any terms less

onerous than abject surrender. But

Sergeant Madden was a cop. It was

not his purpose to make anybody

surrender. His job was, ultimately, to

make them behave.

The Huks conferred. The confer-

ence was lengthy. The interpreter

turned to Sergeant Madden and

spoke with vast dignity and cagi-

ness:

"When do you r-require an an-

swer?”

"We don’t,” grunted Sergeant

Madden. "When you make up your

minds, send a ship to Varenga III.

We’ll give you the information

we’ve got. That’s whether you fight

with us or independent. You’ll fight,

once you meet these characters! We
don’t worry about that! Just ... we

can do better together.” Then he

said: "Have you got the co-ordinates
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for Varenga? I don’t know what you
call it in your language.”

"We have them,” said the inter-

preter, still suspiciously.

"Right!” said Sergeant Madden.
"That’s all. We came here to tell you

this. Let us know when you make
up your minds. Now we’ll go back.”

He turned as if to trudge back to

the squad ship. And this, of course,

was the moment when the difference

between a military and a cop mind
was greatest. A military man, with

the defenses of the planet smashed

—or exhausted—and an apparent

overwhelming force behind him,

would have tried to get the Cerberus

and its company turned over to him
either by implied or explicit threats.

Sergeant Madden did not mention

them. But he had made it necessary

for the Huks to do something.

They’d been shocked to numbness

by the discovery that humans knew
of their presence on Sirene IV.

They’d been made aghast by the

brisk and competent nullification of

their eighty-gee rocket defenses.

They’d been appalled by the appear-

ance of a space fleet which—if it had

been a space fleet—could have blast-

ed the planet to a cinder. And then

they were bewildered that the hu-

mans asked no submission—not even

promises from them.

There was only one conclusion to

be drawn. It was that if the humans

were willing to be friendly, it would

be a good idea to agree. Another idea

followed. A grand gesture by Huks
would be an even better idea.

"Wait!” said the interpreter. He

turned. A momentary further discus-

sion among the Huks. The interpre-

ter turned back.

"There is a ship here,” he said

uneasily. "It is a human ship. There

are humans in it. The ship is dis-

abled.”

Sergeant Madden affected sur-

prise.

"Yeah? How come?”

"It ar-rived two days ago,” said

the interpreter. Then he plunged.

"We br-rought it. We have a mine

on what you call Pr-rocyron Three.

The human ship landed, because it

was disabled. It discovered our ship

and our mine there. We wished to

keep the mine secret. Because the hu-

mans had found out our secret, we
br-rought them here. And the ship.

It is disabled.”

"Hm-m-m,” said Sergeant Mad-
den. "I’ll send a repair-boat down to

fix whatever’s the matter with it. Of
course you won’t mind.” He turned

away, and turned back. "One of the

solar systems we’d like you to take

over and defend,” he observed, "is

Procyron. I haven’t a list of the oth-

ers, but when your ship comes over

to Varenga it’ll be ready. Talk our

repair-boat down, will you? We’ll

appreciate anything you can do to

help get the ship back out in space

with its passengers, but our repair-

boat can manage.”

He waved his hand negligently

and went back to the squad ship. He
got in. Patrolman Willis followed

him.

"Take her up,” said Sergeant

Madden.
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The squad ship fell toward the

sky. Sergeant Madden said satisfied-

ly:

"That went off pretty good. From

now on it’s just routine."

There was a bubble in emptiness.

It was a large bubble, as such things

go. It was nearly a thousand feet in

diameter, and it was made of mul-

tipoly plastic which is nearly as

anomalous as its name. The bubble

contained almost an ounce of helium.

It had a three-inch small box at one

point on its surface. It floated some

twenty-five million miles from the

Huk planet, and five million miles

from another bubble which was its

identical twin. It could reflect detec-

tor-pulses. In so doing it imperson-

ated a giant fighting ship.

Something like an hour after the

squad ship rose from Sirene IV, a

detonator-cap exploded in the three-

inch box. It tore the box to atoms

and initiated a wave of disintegration

in the plastic of the bubble. The

helium bubble-content escaped and

was lost. The plastic itself turned to

gas and disappeared.

The bubble had been capable of

exactly two actions. It could reflect

detector-pulses. In doing so, it had

impersonated a giant fighting ship,

member of an irresistible fleet. It

could also destroy itself. In so do-

ing, it impersonated a giant fighting

ship—one of a fleet—going into

overdrive.

In rapid succession, all the bub-

bles which were members of a non-

existent fighting fleet winked out of
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existence about Sirene IV. There

were a great many of them, and no

trace of any remained.

The last was long gone when a

small salvage ship descended to the

Huk home planet. A heavily accented

voice talked it down.

The salvage ship landed amid evi-

dences of cordiality. The Huks were

extremely co-operative. They even

supplied materials for the repair job

on the Cerberus, including landing

rockets to be used in case of need.

But they weren’t needed for take-

off. The Cerberus had been landed

at a Huk spaceport, which obliging-

ly lifted it out to space again when

its drive had been replaced.

And the squad ship sped through

emptiness at a not easily believable

multiple of the speed of light. Ser-

geant Madden dozed, while Patrol-

man Willis performed such actions

as were necessary for the progress

of the ship. They were very few. But

Patrolman Willis thought fever-

ishly.

After a long time Sergeant Mad-

den waked, and blinked, and looked

benignly at Patrolman Willis.

“You’ll be back with your wife

soon, Willis,” he said encouragingly.

“Yes, sir." Then the patrolman

said explosively: "Sergeant! There’s

nothing coming from the Coalsack

way! There’s nothing for the Huks

to fight!”

“True, at the moment,” admitted

Sergeant Madden, "but something

could come. Not likely— But you

see, Willis, the Huks have had
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armed forces for a long time.

They’ve glamour. They’re not ready

to cut down and have only cops, like

us humans. It wouldn’t be reasonable

to tell ’em the truth—that there’s no

need for their fighting men. They’d

make a need ! So they’ll stand guard

happily against some kind of mon-
strosities we’ll have Special Cases

invent for them. They’ll stand guard

zestful for years and years! Didn’t

they do the same against us? But

now they’re proud that even we hu-

mans, that they were scared of, ask

them to help us. So presently they’ll

send some Huks over to go through

the Police Academy, and then pres-

ently there’ll be a sub-precinct sta-

tion over there, with Huks in charge,

and . . . why . . . that’ll be that.”

"But they want planets
—

”

Sergeant Madden shrugged.

"There’s plenty, Willis. The guess

is six thousand million planets fit for

humans in this galaxy. And by the

time we’ve used them up, some-

body'll have worked out a drive to

take us to the next galaxy to start

all over. There’s no need to worry

about that! And for immediate

—

does it occur to you how many men
are going to start getting rich be-

cause there’s a brand-new planet

that’s got a lot of things we humans
would like to have, and wants to buy

a lot of things the Huks haven’t

g0t?
”

Patrolman Willis subsided. But

presently he said:

"Sergeant . . . what’d you have

done if they hadn't told you about

the Cerberus?"

Sergeant Madden snorted.

"It’s unthinkable! We waltzed in

there, and told them a tale, and

showed every sign of walkin’ right

out again without askin’ them a

thing. They couldn’t even tell us to

go to hell, because it looked like we
didn’t care what they said. It was

insupportable, Willis ! Characters

that make trouble, Willis, do it to

feel important. And we’d left them

without a thing to tell us that was

important enough to mention—un-

less they told us about the Cerberus.

We had ’em baffled. They needed to

say something, and that was the only

thing they could say!”

He yawned.

"The Aldeb reports everybody on

the Cerberus safe and sound, only

frightened, and the skipper said

Timmy’s girl was less scared than

most. I’m pleased. Timmy’s getting

married, and I wouldn’t want my
grandchildren to have a scary moth-

er!”

He looked at the squad ship’s in-

struments. There was a long way yet

to travel.

"A-h-h-h! It’s a dull business this,

overdrive,” he said somnolently.

"And it’s amazing how much a man
can sleep when everything’s in hand,

and there’s nothing ahead but a

wedding and a few things like that.

Just routine, Willis. Just routine!”

He settled himself more comfort-

ably as the squad ship went on home.

THE END
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There ’s nothing like peace of mind!
Nothing! Not even all-out nuclear

warfare would be quite as effective.

AYLIGHT glared out-

side, but the room was

full of shadows. It was

too big—hollow; empty

—cut through the broad

building from one side to the other.

There had once been double doors at

either end, opening on the north- and

south-bound parking areas. But Alma
Petrie’s father had bricked up the

doorways and ripped out the snack

bar. The room had become an echo-

ing box, with stubs of pipe and ends

of bx cable coming out of the floor

and back wall. Where the snack bar

had been, the defensive nerve center

now was.

The pounds of instrumentation

were housed in unfinished plywood

cabinets that Alma Petrie’s father had

hammered together. They were

dwarfed by the room. They looked

like packing cases left overnight by

workmen who hadn’t yet begun to

make the room fit for human occu-

pancy. And in this shadowed, bare

chamber with its hard terrazzo floor

and enameled steel-tiled walls, a dull

bell was clacking out its persistent

alarm.

Alma Petrie faced an arced row

of television sets. The alarm had ac-

tivated only one of them. Its closed-

circuit camera was one of twelve
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mounted behind masked loopholes in

the roof parapet, and was pointed to-

ward the entrance ramp leading up

from the northbound roadway.

Through it, Alma Petrie peered out

into the harsh day.

The shrubs in the center island,

the grass on the embankments along

both roadways, the woods above the

embankments—all were brown and

burnt brittle. There had been a

drought for weeks. Tar oozed like

oil from expansion joints in the curb

along the parking lots and around

the shattered pump islands in the

service area. Heat shimmered above

the animal-scattered bones of men
who had tried to use the gasoline

pump housings for cover, long ago.

Alma Petrie’s white-eyed glance

passed over them hurriedly. It had

been in mortal panic that she had

watched the automatic cannon do

their butcher’s work among the ban-

dits. It was in mortal shame that she

remembered how she’d quailed at

giving decent burial to their remains.

Alma Petrie wiped the back of a

gaunt hand across her forehead and,

with the same leaden gesture, let her

hand fall on the switch to the alarm

circuit. It choked to silence in the

middle of a beat, and left the room

so still that she could plainly hear
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the flat, graveled asphalt roof crack-

ling in the heat above her. There

was nothing moving in the television

screen.

She stood tense, her narrow skull

putting forward on her thin neck.

The muscles quivered in her calves.

She jeered at herself in driven

malice:

The alarm system had gone wrong

at last. Somewhere in the complex

of photoelectric eyes, thermal detec-

tors, acoustic pickups, infrared scan-

ners, trip wires and treadles that in-

terlaced the terrain for half a square

mile around her, a short circuit was

sputtering its lie into the master con-

trols. Some one among the patiently

circling radar antennas was tracking

a ghost. And, beginning with this,

the complex, camouflaged system

would progressively decay; rot and

dissolution would creep with electric

stealth through the miles of wiring,

destroying, paralyzing as they came,

and in the end would leave her naked

to the world.

She put her knuckles to her mouth

and ground the dry skin between her

teeth. She answered herself with

fanatic insistence:

Her father had designed and in-

stalled that alarm system. It was per-

fect. It would never, never betray her!

The alarm system had lighted only

that one set. She threw the switches

for all of them, her eyes blazing and

her jawline exaggerated as she peered

from one to the other, looking sus-

piciously at everything that surround-

ed her. But all her world was empty
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—the north-bound lanes as they swept

blackly by, the north-bound exit

ramp, the automatic sewage disposal

plant in its grove of trees behind the

building, the south-bound entrance

ramp, the generator building, the

south-bound lanes, and finally the

south-bound exit. Nothing moved.

Only the heat shimmered, full of

water mirages on the roadways.

She began to cry, and then a sud-

den awareness of her own hysteria

made her fly into a sobbing rage. She

railed at the unknown chemist who
had first developed Lobotomol in the

laboratories of a pharmaceutical man-

ufacturer, years ago when the world

was civilized. She cursed the stupidity

that had rushed the drug on the mar-

ket as a miracle cure for psychoses,

neuroses, and Monday Morning

Blues. She felt her stomach clench

as she envisioned the bright young

sales executive who inevitably came

to demand, and get, a tasteless, odor-

less, non-allergenic form of the stuff,

for oral dosage in cases where the

patient would not hold still for the

needle. And she cried out against

the Food and Drug Administration

because the stuff could be bought

across any drugstore counter, without

prescription, without supervision,

without conscience.

She cursed at shadows, and knew

it. No one could really know the true

history of the drug’s genesis, or fer-

ret out the reasons for its instantane-

ous availability. Perhaps that first

chemist had immediately put Loboto-

mol to its most logical use. He would

have had to be a singular man to re-
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sist the temptation to try and become

master of the world. Then no one

could be to blame for anything that

happened afterwards.

No one would ever know, or un-

tangle legend from fact. Lobotomol

had killed Truth, and without Truth

there is no civilization, no record of

the past.

Lobotomol, the first manufacturer

had said in the days when there were

still newspapers and magazines to run

the stories his public relations staff

had planted, was simple to use. A
small dose, administered intravenous-

ly, or later, orally, was immediately

effective. Its action was directed

against the forebrain, where it para-

lyzed the higher reasoning faculties

for a period of several hours. During

those hours, the patient would accept

as truth anything anyone told him
was truth. The drug itself wore off.

The new truth, firmly established, as

difficult to eradicate as any child’s

earliest training, stayed.

Lobotomol, that first manufacturer

had hastened to explain, was of

course intended for clinical use in the

treatment of intractable psychotics. In

the interval of the drug's action, such

an individual’s false, insane assump-

tions about the nature of the world

could be explained to him. Powerless

to resist the explanation, the psychotic

mind would thus be taught sanity;

would accept Reality; w'ould be cured.

It was a great advance in psychi-

atric medicine, the manufacturer

pointed out. And it was ... it was.

But simple neurosis, too, was based

on mistaken thinking, and was often

more difficult to bear than certifiable

insanity. Neurosis, hitherto largely in-

curable, must also fall before "The
Magic Bullet of The Mind.” And
simple household depression, too . . .

for, after all, if a loving husband

could convince his wife that things

were fine—that she was glamorous

and passionate beyond belief, withal a

superb homemaker—wasn’t that bet-

ter for them both than nag, nag, nag,

whine, whine, whine, all day, every

day, after a hard day at the office and

over a hot stove?

It was a great advance in psychiatric

medicine—and it was put in the

hands of anyone capable of searching

out a drugstore and giving the drug-

gist a dollar.

Perhaps, up to that point, it was

simply all part of a criminal plot on

the part of the discovering chemist.

Or simple greed on the part' of the

pharmaceutical house. But no one

would ever know, because it got into

too many hands at once, and the mur-

der of Truth proceeded exponentially.

What happened was that Truth

came to depend on whose company

you had been in last. The use of the

drug proceeded not only exponential-

ly but circulatorily. If things had

gone a little more systematically,

someone’s plan for becoming Lord of

All—or simply for showing everyone

the Obvious True Way—would prob-

ably have reached fruition. But the

thing spread too quickly, proliferating

like wildfire, and men switched loyal-

ties and drives a dozen times in the

course of an afternoon. Everybody

had it. Everybody used it, in simple
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self-defense, frantically trying to

create a sea of protective loyalty

around himself, only to fall victim to

someone else. It was everywhere—in

the food you ate, in the water you

drank, in the air you breathed if your

best friend happened to think of spray

guns ...
First, no one ate in public anymore.

Then, no one congregated in public

places'. Then came the realization that

ihe only incorruptible individuals

were the dead. Then—and by now
civilization was collapsing—families

split into suspicious fragments.

Even after civilization crumbled to

the point where the stuff could no

longer be manufactured, the down-

ward tumble did not stop until the

last cubic centimeter of the stockpiled

supply had been exhausted, and the

last protective murder had been done.

Then there was time to rest. Then
(here were also plagues, deficiency dis-

eases, war, and universal psychosis,

leveling out from sheer exhaustion

into a rock-bottom society of trucu-

lent ' little villages and brooding,

gloomy, brutal suspicion. All this in-

side a quarter-century, and Alma
Petrie crouched at her alarms and

detectors, hating the unknown chem-

ist who had done this to her.

Alma Petrie moaned with tension

and shut off all the television sets

again—all but the one with its cam-

era on the northbound entrance ramp.

There had to be something out there.

But where—where?

There. At the edge of the roadway,

something heaved itself up from the
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ditch and into sight. It teetered on

two spindly supports, inched for-

ward with enormous persistence, and

then collapsed across the lip of the

ditch.

Open-mouthed, breathing harshly,

Alma Petrie watched it gather itself,

pull itself a little farther toward her,

and resolve into a woman crawling

on all fours.

She did not seem to look where she

was going. Her head hung down be-

tween her arms, trailing its long hair

on the ground. The woman was pull-

ing forward with her hands, rather

than pushing with her knees. She

stopped after each effort, sagging on

her locked elbows before nerving her-

self for the next attempt. She was

actually on the asphalt surface of the

ramp now, making no attempt to

protect her face each time she fell

sprawling. Rags, apparently torn

from her skirt, were wrapped around

her knees, and were stained.

Alma Petrie watched motionless.

Outside, there was no movement of

air to stir the dry shrubs. There was

no sound of birds. The blazing sky

was cloudless. Only the woman
moved, crawling up the ramp with

her maddening gait.

Hesitantly, Alma Petrie turned off

the automatic weapons trained on the

ramp. She watched, still unable to

bring herself to do anything beyond

that, quiet as death, scarcely conscious

of breathing. And the woman on the

ramp inched on and on, coming

closer.

Alma Petrie had spent all twenty

years of her adult life in the aban-
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doned parkway restaurant. There had

been a time when the place had great

strategic desirability, for a bandit

who wanted to control the commerce

along that superb highway. The

commerce had dwindled, trickled,

and stopped. The bandit had died,

he and his successors, under the guns

Alma Petrie’s father had placed, in

the minefields, and in the traps. But

if Alma Petrie had not learned then

that death waited outside the build-

ing, she had learned it later, when
a cruder and less ambitious kind of

bandit had begun trying to get at

her for the machine-woven cloth and

steel cutlery—the riches beyond

price in a world of hamlets and

brush-choked roads.

Alma Petrie had watched them

die, trying to get up the rise, trying

to crawl up under cover of darkness,

spitted by fragmentation shells in

the pitiless infrared Spotlights,

stitched by the machine guns, tossed

by the mines. She had watched them

and wept, and at first, when they

cried out with pain in the darkness,

she tried to help them. But what she

guarded was too precious for even

dying men not to covet. They lay in

wait and tried to stab her in the dark-

ness as she came out to nurse them,

and in a hundred ingenious ways

they had tried to lure her. She had

fled from them, and shut herself up,

and finally no one tried to break

through to her any more, but she

had learned her lesson by that time.

She watched, breathless and ago-

nized, while the woman crawled. She

did not know what to do.
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Then the woman collapsed and lay

sprawled in the entrance to the park-

ing area, her legs scraping back and

forth on the asphalt, her hands paw-

ing out in mindless reflex.

Alma Petrie could stand it no

longer. She threw the switch that

opened the narrow sliding steel door

to the outside, and ran out of the

building with a terrified pumping of

her legs. After all, it was only one

woman. Only one helpless woman,

no doubt terribly wronged and hurt,

who desperately needed help. Alma
Petrie knew very well what could

befall a woman in these times—her

father had told her repeatedly and

graphically. She had no difficulty

imagining herself in the other’s

place.

She thought of men as she ran

toward the fallen woman: rough,

brawling brutes, stinking of liquor

and mumbling swinishly when at

last they crashed to the floor and

their sotted brains lost all control of

their vile bodies. She thought of men,

and as she ran she gasped for air,

her vocal cords stirring quite uncon-

sciously and making peculiar sounds.

The woman was a thin-faced

blonde with a waxy complexion and

harsh lines at the corners of her

mouth. Alma Petrie tugged at her,

and she rolled over with her arms

outflung. "Get
—

” she whispered,

"Get . . . Danny . . . husband . . .

down there . . One arm flapped

palm-up, pointing down the ramp.

Husband ! Alma Petrie whirled.

If she had known there were two

of them—if she had seen the man
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first . . . Alma Petrie sobbed. But
she hadn’t known, and the man had
been out of sight of the cameras.

Now it was too late. Now she had

come outside. Now She was com-

mitted.

She ran to help him, flinging her-

self down the ramp as though all the

pressures of the world had suddenly

converged to shoot her down that

one narrow pathway.

The man stopped dragging him-

self forward and waited for her, his

head lifted. The sight of his youth,

his handsomeness, and the lean an-

gularity of his body were like a

hammerblow to Alma Petrie.

There was nothing to do but help

them inside. Somehow, Alma Petrie

got them into the building, and seal-

ed the door. She left them and re-set

all the alarms and weapons in a

flurry of panic, and then she went

back to where they were slumped on

the floor. The woman worked her

way to- her feet, pulling herself up
the wall and pressing against it, her

legs barely holding her. The man
was pulling weakly at the dirt-en-

crusted rags and jagged lengths of

wood that had been wrapped around

his bare, swollen and discolored

ankle.

"Farmers . .
.” the man mumbled

up at Alma Petrie. "Three days

ago . . . We were trying to get to

Princeton . . . Robbed us for our

horse . .

The woman began to look around

with burning eyes, whispering curses

in a hissing, venomous voice.
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Alma Petrie could not take her

glance away from the man. She

stared at him in fascination.

There were bits of leaves and dirt

clinging to his short black beard and

his hair. There was a smell of mud
and leaf-mold about him, and his

clothes were in shreds. His face was

distorted by pain, drawn with hun-

ger and exhaustion, badly bruised

where something had struck his

cheekbone. But he was fantastically

handsome, with thick, regular brows,

long-lashed eyes and full lips.

"Didn’t know there was anybody

in here-.. . . looking for shelter ...”

he mumbled.

"We need food,” the woman said

harshly. "We need to get clean. We
need clothes. Danny’s ankle needs a

cast. Are you going to help us?”

Alma Petrie looked up at last.

The woman clung to the wall, her

eyes intent on Alma Petrie’s face.

"We’ve been in the woods three

days. No food, and drinking out of

creeks so dried up it was like eating

mud. We’re through. Are you going

to help us any?”

The driven sibilance of her voice

finally cut through to Alma Petrie’s

consciousness.

"Yes. I’ll help you. Yes. But I

don’t have the strength to drag you

any farther. Can you get to the next

room by yourselves? That’s where I

live. That’s where everything is.”

"I can make it,” the woman said.

"But Danny can’t. Quit mooning

over him and help him in there.”

"Mooning?”

The woman gave her no answer.
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She pushed herself away from the

wall and, keeping one hand pressed

against it, began working her way

toward the door into what had once

been the dining room and was now
Alma Petrie’s living quarters. She

hobbled stiff-legged, without bend-

ing her knees, and an edge of fresh

red began to show under her ban-

dages. After the first few steps she

put both hands on the wall and

mauled her lower lip between her

teeth, but, moving sideways, she con-

tinued to inch toward the door with-

out speaking.

"I think if you helped me get

up . . the man said faintly, "I

Lean on me, Alma Petrie thought.

Lean on me. Oh, I can’t—But she

stooped and clutched him around the

shoulders, gasping with effort as she

lifted him. He took her forearms and

pulled himself upward, almost up-

setting her balance, but somehow she

managed to stand up with him and

let him throw one arm over her

shoulders. Hopping and stumbling,

he reached the doorway with her.

The weight of him, Alma Petrie

thought—the strong weight of him!

She opened the door, and the hard-

eyed woman tottered into the room

ahead of her. Then Alma Petrie

could bring the man in and let him

sink to rest on her bed.
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She straightened up and found the

woman slumped down in a chair,

sneering at her.

There was plenty of canned and

radio-sterilized food from the res-

taurant stockroom. Some of it had

been there when her father took pos-

session of the place. Some of it had

been brought in during the eighteen

months in which he had created this

refuge. There was plenty, but there

was only one-tenth as much as there

had been once.

Alma Petrie prepared a meal in

the one part of the kitchen left un-

changed when her father took the

remainder of the space for his lab-

oratory. She brought food to the

couple, together with tap water from

the restaurant’s power-pumped well.

The restaurant was a self-sufficient

island to itself, set down on the

parkway with no reference to pre-

existing towns or cities, independent

of municipal services. It had sup-

ported and nourished Alma Petrie

for twenty years, fifteen of which she

had been the only drain on its re-

sources. The pumps, the sewage dis-

posal, the generator—-all worked, all

worked alone, all worked silently,

except for, here and there, the insid-

ious rasp of a decaying bearing.

Alma Petrie searched through the

medicine chest for a traction splint,

antiseptics, and bandages. She

brought them back to the couple,

and tended the man first, while he

and the woman ate.

She washed his lower leg, keeping

her head bent away from the worn-
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an’s look, and locked the splint in

place. He paid no attention to her,

wolfing down the strips of fried meat

and gulping at his glass of water, but

when she was finished he smiled

brilliantly and said: "That feels

much better, thank you.” The food

had given him back some of his

drained energy, and for the first

time she heard him in what must

have been his normal, well-modulat-

ed, somewhat throaty voice.

"You’re . .
.
you’re welcome. It

wasn’t anything.” The sound of her

own voice did not so much surprise

as it did dismay her. She had spoken

to no one in fifteen years, except for

those hastily extinguished lapses

when she caught herself talking to

the past.

"Don’t worry, Danny,” the wom-
an barked wolfishly. "We’ll be pay-

ing for it.”

Alma Petrie looked at the woman
in bewilderment. "I don’t under-

stand what you mean. I don’t expect

payment.”

"Don’t you? Don’t you? You
don't see us as two handy slaves?”

"Slaves? How?”
The woman laughed. "Don’t play

innocent with me! I’m not dumb.

I’ve been looking around. And I

don’t just mean I’ve been watching

you make sheep’s eyes at Danny.”

"Wh . .
.?”

"Shut up!” the woman cried out,

her face suddenly twisted in frustrat-

ed rage. "You think I would have

eaten your food if I thought we could

get some somewhere else? You think

I wouldn’t have tried to get Danny
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out of here, if I thought he could

go any farther? What do you think

I am, silly or something? You’ve got

us. You’ve got us where we’ve got

to trade full bellies for free will.”

She went on bitterly: "Did you put

it in our food, or are you going to

wait and give us needles when we’re

asleep?”

"I ... I don’t understand . .
.”

’’The Lobotomol!” the woman
exploded. "The Lobotomol, you nit-

wit!”

Alma Petrie stared in astonish-

ment and fear. "Nonsense!” she

said. "Lobotomol is an extremely

complex chemical. The technology is

far below a point where any of it

could possibly be manufactured

now.”

"Yah!” the woman cried in a

louder and more hysterical voice.

"I’m no dope!” She waved at the

room. "Electric lights, electric

alarms, decent food, medicines . . .

You’ve got all that, and you don’t

have Lobotomol? You wouldn’t use

it? How else is a dried up old bag

like you going to get herself a

man?”
"That’s nonsense!” Alma Petrie

gasped. "Vicious nonsense. I don’t

have to listen to any more of it!”

And she burst out of the room, fling-

ing herself into the old kitchen,

where the laboratory was and the

supply of Lobotomol was kept.

Lobotomol had not of itself been

a project of research and develop-

ment. That is, no one had predicted

it in theory, developed it experi-

mentally, and then undertaken a

program leading to a commercial

production process. Pharmacology is

not that kind of a science, in the

main. The basic product from which

Lobotomol derived was intended for

an only distantly related medical

use. It was itself the product of a

complex industrial process requiring

a great deal of heavy equipment, as

well as delicate treatment at many
stages. The organic chemist who dis-

covered Lobotomol had been a

technician on a routine job—running

through by-products from the basic

process, in search of anything useful

—and he came upon it as only the

latest in a series of hundreds.

That fact had ultimately been Hu-
manity’s salvation. No one had ever

worked out a means of making the

stuff in the bathtub at home. It had

more than likely been tried, but no

one had succeeded in those confused

days when all kinds of normally ac-

cessible supplies and facilities had

stopped being accessible or workable.

The only known way to make it was

to lay in a huge stock of the parent

compound—one of the standard

pain-killers—and run it through a

plant a block long. It was easily

done if you had the plant and the

trained staff, and could maintain

them.

It had been left for Alma Petrie’s

father to discover the shortcut home
laboratory method, and that knowl-

edge had been born in this building

and never left it.

Theron Petrie had been a stoop-
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shouldered, waspishly thin man with

an impatient curl to the corners of

his mouth and a gleam of genius

burning in his eyes. Splenetic,

shrill, and altogether unpleasant to

the vast number of people who were

slower-witted than he, he had effec-

tively wrecked his life and buried his

talent by making himself intolerable

to the society of Man. His thought-

processes were unblinkingly quick

and deadly accurate. His ability to

associate a known fact with a new
conjecture and thus arrive at an un-

shakable new postulate was founded

on an eidetic memory and an enor-

mous store of data. If he did not

know everything there was to know,

it was only because life was too short.

The only thing he seemed incap-

able of learning, as a matter of rec-

ord, was the fact that people with a

slower associational speed were nev-

ertheless not to be accounted insig-

nificant.

He had graduated brilliantly from

McGill, and taken his biology doc-

torate at Johns Hopkins before the

beard was fairly started on his prom-

inent cheekbones. He had the dis-

tinction of never having made a

friend anywhere he studied. His in-

structors tolerated him only because

of his intelligence—they could not

very well like a man with a habit of

shouting "Nonsense!” in their faces.

They were glad to see the last of

him, and he, in turn, was at least as

glad to be free to closet himself in

a research laboratory, where he

would not have to deal with any

mind but his own.
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But nothing in this world has been

that simple since the first emergence

of Business Administration as a

craft. Theron Petrie was not inde-

pendently wealthy. He could not

build his own facilities, or hare off

on his own pursuits. Wherever he

went, whatever he did, he had to

deal with someone in charge of

things. And that was flatly impos-

sible for him. He could discharge

his assistants for incompetence and

impertinence, and Personnel would

always find new ones for him. But

he could not attempt to tell a Direc-

tor of Research that the company

ought to revise all its plans and re-

schedule all its projects. He might

be a genius, but he could not deliver

what he was paid for. He could not

get it through his head that the com-

pany had a right to hire him for a

certain kind of work and then insist

he do it. He could not assimilate

the fact that a company could recog-

nize his talent by hiring him for a

considerable sum, and still, once it

had taken his measure, want to get

rid of him as soon as it could break

his contract.

It made no sense to him. He flung

himself from one employment to

another with a blind, foaming des-

peration, and in a very few years he

was virtually unemployable.

At the time Lobotomol was dis-

covered by a man one-twentieth as

clever, Theron Petrie was a seedy

man in a sleazy job with a third-rate

patent medicine mill. He had ac-

quired a sickly, disappointed wife

and begotten a frail and by now
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adolescent daughter, both of whom
he crushed with his vicious person-

ality when the one stopped worship-

ing his intellect and the other could

not outthink him. He persecuted his

assistants and held his job only by

doing the work of four men at one-

fifth the expense. When he was as-

signed the job of pirating Loboto-

mol, he did so with great speed and

pathological joy. The result was that

his company did a great deal more
than its share toward flooding the

market.

But he was a genius. He could see

what was coming, and he could

apply all his fantastic energies to-

ward doing something about it.

What he did was to spend weeks

scouting a suitable location and

meanwhile acquiring all the supplies

needed to fulfill a superbly well

thought-out list of requirements. The

day the restaurant was abandoned

by its staff, he moved in and set to

work establishing a fortress. The

proper defense system was the re-

sult of a great deal of advance study

in unaccustomed branches of science,

but this was as nothing to his genius,

properly driven. He put his family

in the fortress almost as an after-

thought, and set to work.

For it was obvious to him that

any fool could discover Lobotomol,

but a man of Theron Petrie’s caliber

was required to develop an antigen.

Some compound that could be re-

tained harmlessly by the body—or

perhaps one that, once introduced,

would stimulate a self-perpetuating

reaction—and which, upon contact

by Lobotomol, would neutralize the

stuff before it could set to work.

This, too, ought to be easily manu-

factured and simply administer-

ed.

He anticipated no real trouble. He
anticipated the boundless wealth and

acclaim that Society could no longer

begrudge him, no matter how much
it might plot to thwart him. He
dreamed of these things while he set

up his laboratory, and he sang at his

work.

His wife was his only assistant.

At first she worked willingly enough,

doing what he told her, while their

wan daughter hung about in the

background and watched from out-

of-the-way corners. But several

months went by, and then several

years, and Theron Petrie was not

much closer to his goal. It was all

very well for Thomas Edison to say,

at one point, that now he knew two

thousand sure ways that would not

produce a practical incandescent

lamp. The pressures on Theron Pe-

trie, and his family, were of a differ-

ent order.

By the time Petrie’s wife died

from the effects of his latest experi-

ment, the family atmosphere had

been at a murderous pitch for some

years. The event came as a perfect,

almost trite climax to a rising tide

of emotional tension, and, tritely,

Theron Petrie took to drink. Wheth-

er from love or rage, his daughter

was unequipped to judge.

Whichever it was, he began by

taking one drink of alcohol and
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water after supper every night, on
the basis that he needed relaxation

and could handle it without any ef-

fect on his intellect. Alma Petrie was
also not equipped to know that some
people are instinctive abstainers be-

cause they have no tolerance for alco-

hol, and that once the abstinence is

broken there is very little chance of

going back.

In short order, Theron Petrie was
a drunk. He followed the classic

barroom "Professor” pattern, spite-

fully mumbling snatches of erudition

at his daughter while half his drink

splashed onto his sleeve. But he did

not become a hopeless case until his

final series resulted in the accidental

discovery of the short-cut method for

producing Lobotomol.

That was too much. Brilliant

Theron Petrie could not stand

against that blow—nor did he try

very hard. With malice and in ter-

rible bitterness he did one more use-

ful thing in his life: between bouts

of delirium tremens, he took his stu-

pid daughter’s dull mind and poured

into it as much of his knowledge as

he could transmit, forcing it on her

like a man making a phonograph

record on a blank disk. It came out

of him in mumbling gobbets and

shouted freshets, disorganized and

sometimes incomprehensible. He was

not teaching—he was carving his

own memorial—and he bullied and

beat Alma Petrie, and cursed her in-

cessantly, like a bad sculptor with

stiff clay, and she, with her defenses

long since beaten down, absorbed it

all in a kind of numb fit.
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Alma Petrie, standing stock-still

in the restaurant kitchen, clenched

the edge of a sink and remembered,

a soft, tense whine vibrating un-

heard in her throat.

"Listen, you clod
—

” With an

iron claw of his hand around her

wrist, he dragged his face closer to

hers and shouted: "Listen, you mis-

erable travesty of a thinking being,

are you ever going to get this right?

What else have you got to do with

your brain ? What else is in it to get

in the way?” He snorted and let go

of her, falling back in his chair. He
gulped at his glass and looked at her

hollow-eyed, his pale face wet with

perspiration.

"You poor, miserable moron,” he

mumbled. "I feel sorry for you.

What chance have you got ? Someday

there won’t be anybody here to pro-

tect you, and inside of a month

you’ll be dead. Or worse. You’re not

equipped to deal with this world

—

or any other, for that matter. You’re

a hangover from the days when So-

ciety could afford to support incom-

petents . .
.
yah, afford; afforded it-

self straight to hell . . . and the

least you could do is listen, instead

of sitting there sniveling!”

”1
. . . I’ll try to do better, father,”

Alma Petrie promised tearfully.

Then, one night, Theron Petrie

looked up at the stars through one

of his TV screens, croaked, "Why?”

in a stuporous breath, collapsed, and

died. So Alma Petrie was left alone,

impregnable, with a liter of Loboto-

mol and her memories of her father.

So she remained for years.
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She came out of the laboratory

after a while, with the freshly sealed

syrette held tightly in the fist of her

left hand, and with her left arm

pressed against her side. The woman
and her husband looked at Alma
Petrie, the woman with a sneer and

the husband with a smile that ob-

viously came to him as automatically

as breathing. Alma Petrie looked

back at him and felt her knees turn

to water.

"All over your little tantrum?”

the woman asked.

Alma Petrie nodded. She could

not keep her eyes off the man. His

expression grew curious, and he

raised his shoulders from the bed.

The woman laughed. "They all

like you, Danny. It’s those cow eyes

of yours.”

"Stop it,” Alma Petrie muttered.

"Bother you?”

"Cut it out, Iris!” the man com-

plained.

"Shut up,” the woman said.

"What are you trying to make of

this?” Alma Petrie cried. "I haven’t

done anything. Or said anything. All

I’ve done is take you two in and give

you shelter. What's the matter with

you?”

"What’s the matter with me?
Look at you— you’re shaking.”

The woman tried to stand up, and

fell back. "All right,” she muttered.

"I just want you to know he’s no

good. He’s up to the ears in educa-

tion, but he’s no good at all. I had

to push, push, push all the time. If

I hadn’t dragged him this far, he’d

be lying dead in a ditch by now. He
would have got himself killed ten

years ago. The only reason I’ve kept

him alive is because he’s a chemist.”

She snarled at Alma Petrie. "You'd

better take him quick. If you don’t,

I’ll still figure out some way to push

him into turning out Lobotomol. Be-

cause I’m not going to go around

like this all my life.” She thumped

her breastbone. "I’m going to be

rich ! I’m going to have a house, and

servants, and good clothes, and men-

at-arms to protect me . . . What’s that

in your hand!”

Alma Petrie had sobbed, and

started across the room. The man

drew himself up in a bundle of fear.

The woman flung herself to her

quivering feet, her clawed hands

outstretched.

But Alma Petrie got across the

room, and the syrette’s glittering

point was sunk in the man’s arm.

Alma Petrie squeezed the tube, and

the man cried out. He clutched his

arm and stared down at the welling

blot of red.

The woman toppled against Alma

Petrie, scratching at her face. "You

. . . I’ll kill you!”

Crying, Alma Petrie tore herself

away. "Look!” she shouted hoarse-

ly, wiping the needle on a scrap of

alcohol-soaked cotton. She dug the

syrette into her own arm and forced

another cubic centimeter out of the

3cc syrette. "It isn’t what you think,”

she sobbed. "It isn’t what you think.”

The woman was staring at her, dum-

founded, and Alma Petrie stabbed
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out once more. Then her fingers

crumpled the unbreakable flexible

plastic, and she threw the empty
syrette down. "It’s not Lobotomol,”

Alma Petrie sobbed. "It’s the anti-

gen. The three of us are permanent-

ly immune. Nobody can ever force

us to do anything we don’t want to.”

She looked at the man. Just one,

she thought. Just one person to love

me. That’s all I want. But after that

one—how do I know I won’t want

more, and more? How do I know
that I, of all the people in the world,

would be strong enough never to use

Lobotomol again?

She had made her choice, and

made it alone, in the laboratory,

where no one could watch her face

to see how much it cost her.

"It’s the antigen,” Alma Petrie

whispered to the woman. "And I can

never, never steal your man from

you. Are you satisfied?”

Theron Petrie’s stupid daughter

hadn’t died without him. It had been

months before she realized she would

be alone for years, to the end of her

life, with the outside world too dan-

gerous to live in. But once she did

realize it, she began groping about

for something to do.

There was only one thing she

knew how to do, and only one thing

the laboratory was equipped for. And
she had had years in which to work.

"I’m not stupid,” Alma Petrie

blurted at the woman. "I’m not!”

She lifted her face and cried out:

"Do you hear me?” Then, out of

some other complexity in herself, she

whispered: "I'm sorry.”

"Holy smoke!” the man shouted

happily. "We’re in, Iris! We’re

rich! We’ve got it made!”

The woman’s eyes narrowed. She

peered at Alma Petrie. "Yes,” she

said slowly. "I think you’re right.

She’s not kidding. She’s got the

stuff. Look at her—she isn’t trying

to give us orders.” The woman ex-

changed a glance with the man. "It’s

perfect. She stays here and turns it

out, and the two of us start slipping

into these hick towns with it. They’ll

pay through the nose for it.”

"Yah!” the man exhulted. "This

is better than Lobotomol! I figure

we can get two, three times as much

for it. Wow ! Think of all those peo-

ple, waitin’ for the day they could

get Lobotomol again, savin’ up those

hypos and those bottles. Think of

the people that’ve been hoarding

some of it, maybe giving somebody

a quiet dose now and then.” He be-

gan to laugh. "Think of the looks

on their faces. One shot of this stuff

of Pruneface’s, here, and that’s all

over. Boy, that’s gonna make one

doozey of a tinkle, when all those

hypos get thrown away!”

Alma Petrie was sobbing into her

hands, her shoulders shaking, hard-

ly hearing what the other two were

saying, knowing only that something

tightly coiled within her had broken

at last.

Theron Petrie had saved the

world.

THE END
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REALITY!

FICTION?

BY LT. JAMES W. OWEN

A while back we ran a fiction story

—and the problem of the modern
science-fictioneer is keeping ahead
of science fact. Sorry—it seems we
were decidedly behind the facts!
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This combat vehicle position computer syslem

facilitates accurate land navigation in the Arctic.
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I

'ON THE December, 1958,

issue of Astounding

Science Fiction there

was a story called

"Seller's Market,” by

Christopher Anvil. In most cases we
all know that the science-fiction

stories are ahead of the develop-

ment but this story is behind the

times.

There were two problems present-

ed in this story which have been

solved by the United States Army
Engineer Research and Development

Laboratories (USAERDL), Fort

Belvoir, Virginia. The more difficult

of the two problems concerned the

navigation of a tracked vehicle, un-

der arctic conditions, from one point

to another without the use of a map
when the direction and distance to a

destination are known.

USAERDL has developed and

tested a Combat Vehicle Position

Computer (CVPC) for use in land

navigation. This CVPC will, when
set with the grid co-ordinates of the

starting point, give a continuous

reading of the present position co-

ordinates as the vehicle travels. In

addition the distance and direction

to a selected destination is displayed

by the system.

The information is shown to a

driver by two pointers on a compass

dial. The smaller pointer shows the

direction of travel, and the larger

pointer shows the direction to the

destination. Once the present posi-

tion co-ordinates and those of a des-

tination are set on the CVPC, all one

has to do is drive in the direction
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shown by the larger of the two point-

ers. When the distance to the des-

tination is zero, one knows the

destination has been obtained. With
the accuracy of the present system it

is possible to drive fifty miles and

be within one and one-half block

radius (750 feet) of the true posi-

tion. Even if one could see only a

very short distance, it would then be

possible to search the area without

becoming lost.

The CVPC is built in three sec-

tions: (a) the gyro compass, (b) the

odometer, and (c) the computer.

The gyro compass is positioned by

small electric motors so that its axis

of rotation is horizontal to the

ground. The gyro then points true

north because there are fewer forces

acting on it in that direction. The
polar co-ordinate data, provided by

the gyro compass and the odometer,

are summed and converted to rec-

tangular co-ordinates by the comput-

er. This information is then dis-

played by the Position Computer

Indicator. Not only is the present

position, present direction of travel,

direction to destination information

automatically shown by the CVPC,
but a telemeter and/or plotting

board may be attached.

The simpler of the problems pre-

sented in "Seller's Market" was one

of being able to detect tunnels un-

der the snow and ice. The detection

of the tunnels would have been sim-

ple with the crevasse detector system

developed and tested by USAERDL.
When tested in Greenland the sys-

tem was able to detect all the known
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Crevasse detector has been a “lifesaver" for personnel operating in the Arctic.

crevasses which before had been de-

tectable only by a man on foot with

a probe. Basically this system con-

sists of two parts: the transmitter

which emits sixty cycles per second

current into the snow, and the re-

ceiver which detects the resulting

voltage—due to the transmitter cur-

rent—between the vehicle and a

point about twenty feet to the front

of the vehicle. The voltage is detect-

ed and measured by a rectifier and

vacuum tube volt meter mounted in

the vehicle. When there is a sudden

change in the voltage between the

vehicle and the forward probe, a

break, a crevasse, or in this case

a tunnel in the snow would be indi-

cated.

Technology has advanced consid-

erably since Scott and Peary traveled

the arctic waste with dog teams by

the use of celestial navigation. Even

with the amazing imagination and

deduction of the science-fiction writ-

ers, technology is moving so fast that

tomorrow’s science fiction is today’s

reality.
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There are lots of things that

are considered perfectly ac-

ceptable ...provided they don’t

work. And of course everyone

knows they really don’t, which

is why they’re acceptable....

HERE are times when I

don’t know my own
strength. Or, at least,

the strength of my ad-

vice. And the case of

Jason Howley was certainly an in-

stance of one of those times.

When he came to my office with

his gadget, I heard him out, trying

to appear both interested and co-

operative—which is good business.

But I am forced to admit that

neither Howley nor his gadget were

very impressive. He was a lean,

slope-shouldered individual, five-

feet-eight or nine—which was short-

er than he looked—with straight

brown hair combed straight back

and blue eyes which were shielded

with steel-rimmed glasses. The thick,

double-concave lenses indicated a de-

gree of myopia that must have bor-

dered on total blindness without

glasses, and acute tunnel vision, even

with them.

He had a crisp, incisive manner

that indicated he was either a man
who knew what he was doing or a

man who was trying to impress me
with a ready-made story. I listened

YOUR MONEY BACK

to him and looked at his gadget with-

out giving any more indication than

necessary of what I really thought.

When he was through, I said:

"You understand, Mr. Howley that
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I’m not a patent lawyer; I specialize

in criminal law. Now, I can recom-

mend—

”

But he cut me off. "I understand

that, counselor,” he said sharply.

"Believe me, I have no illusion what-

ever that this thing is patentable un-

der the present patent system. Even

if it were, this gadget is designed to

do something that may or may not

be illegal, which would make it

hazardous to attempt to patent it, I

should think. You don’t patent new
devices for blowing safes or new
drugs for doping horses, do you?”

"Probably not,” I said dryly, "al-

though, as I say, I’m not qualified

to give an opinion on patent law.

You say that gadget is designed to

cause minute, but significant, changes

in the velocities of small, moving

objects. Just how does that make it

illegal?”

He frowned a little. "Well, pos-

sibly it wouldn’t, except here in

Nevada. Specifically, it is designed

to influence roulette and dice

games.”

I looked at the gadget with a

little more interest this time. There

was nothing new in the idea of in-

venting a gadget to cheat the red-

and-black wheels, of course; the local

cops turn up a dozen a day here in

the city. Most of them either don’t

work at all or else they’re too ob-

vious, so the users get nabbed before

they have a chance to use them.

The only ones that really work

have to be installed in the tables

themselves, which means they’re

used to milk the suckers, not rob the
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management. And anyone in the

State of Nevada who buys a license

to operate and then uses crooked

wheels is (a) stupid, and (b) out of

business within a week. Howley was

right. Only in a place where gam-

bling is legalized is it illegal—and

unprofitable—to rig a game.

The gadget itself didn’t look too

complicated from the outside. It was

a black plastic box about an inch

and a half square and maybe three

and a half long. On one end was a

lensed opening, half an inch in

diameter, and on two sides there

were flat, silver-colored plates. On
the top of it, there was a dial which

was, say, an inch in diameter, and it

was marked off just exactly like a

roulette wheel.

"How does it work?” I asked.

He picked it up in his hand, hold-

ing it as though it were a flashlight,

with the lens pointed away from

him.

"You aim the lens at the wheel,”

he explained, "making sure that

your thumb is touching the silver

plate on one side, and your fingers

touching the plate on the other side.

Then you set this dial for whatever

number you want to come up and

concentrate on it while the ball is

spinning. For dice, of course, you

only need to use the first six or

twelve numbers on the dial, depend-

ing on the game.”

I looked at him for a long mo-

ment, trying to figure his angle. He

looked back steadily, his eyes look-

ing like small beads peering through
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the bottoms of a couple of shot

glasses.

"You look skeptical, counselor,”

he said at last.

"I am. A man who hasn’t got the

ability to be healthily skeptical has

no right to practice law—especially

criminal law. On the other hand, no

lawyer has any right to judge any-

thing one way or the other without

evidence.

"But that’s neither here nor there

at the moment. What I’m interested

in is, what do you want me to do?

People rarely come to a criminal

lawyer unless they’re in a jam. What
sort of jam are you in at the mo-

ment?’’

"None,” said Howley. "But I will

be very soon. I hope.”

Well, I’ve heard odder statements

than that from my clients. I let it

ride for the moment and looked

down at the notes I'd taken while

he’d told me his story.

"You’re a native of New York
City?” I asked.

"That’s right. That’s what I

said.”

"And you came out here for

what? To use that thing on our Ne-
vada tables?”

"That’s right, counselor.”

"Can’t you find any games to

cheat on back home?”
"Oh, certainly. Plenty of them.

But they aren’t legal. I wouldn’t care

to get mixed up in anything illegal.

Besides, it wouldn’t suit my pur-

pose.”

That stopped me for a moment.

"You don’t consider cheating ille-

gal? It certainly is in Nevada. In

New York, if you were caught at it,

you’d have the big gambling inter-

ests on your neck; here, you’ll have

both them and the police after you.

And the district attorney’s office.”

He smiled. "Yes, I know. That’s

what I’m expecting. That’s why I

need a good lawyer to defend me.

I understand you’re the top man in

this city.”

"Mr. Howley,” I said carefully,

"as a member of the Bar Association

and a practicing attorney in the

State of Nevada, I am an Officer of

the Court. If you had been caught

cheating and had come to me, I’d be

able to help you. But I can’t enter in-

to a conspiracy with you to defraud

legitimate businessmen, which is ex-

actly what this would be.”

He blinked at me through those

shot-glass spectacles. "Counselor,

would you refuse to defend a man
if you thought he was guilty?”

I shook my head. "No. Legally, a

man is not guilty until proven so

by a court of law. He has a right to

trial by jury. For me to refuse to

give a man the defense he is legally

entitled to, just because I happened

to think he was guilty, would be trial

by attorney. I’ll do the best I can

for any client; I’ll work for his in-

terests, no matter what my private

opinion may be.”

He looked impressed, so I guess

there must have been a note of con-

viction in my voice. There should

have been, because it was exactly

what I’ve always believed and prac-

ticed.
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"That’s good, counselor,” said

Howley. "If I can convince you that

I have no criminal intent, that I have

no intention of defrauding anyone

or conspiring with you to do any-

thing illegal, will you help me?”
I didn’t have to think that one

over. I simply said, "Yes.” After all,

it was still up to me to decide

whether he convinced me or not. If

he didn’t, I could still refuse the case

on those grounds.

"That’s fair enough, counselor,”

he said. Then he started talking.

Instead of telling you what Jason

Howley said he was going to do, I’ll

tell you what he did do. They are

substantially the same, anyway, and

the old bromide about actions speak-

ing louder than words certainly ap-

plied in this case.

Mind you, I didn’t see or hear any

of this, but there were plenty of wit-

nesses to testify as to what went on.

Their statements are a matter of

court record, and Jason Howley’s

story is substantiated in every respect.

He left my office smiling. He’d

convinced me that the case was not

only going to be worthwhile, but

fun. I took it, plus a fat retainer.

Howley went up to his hotel room,

changed into his expensive evening

clothes, and headed out to do the

town. I’d suggested several places,

but he wanted the biggest and best

—

the Golden Casino, a big, plush, ex-

pensive place that was just inside the

city limits. In his pockets, he was

carrying less than two hundred dol-

lars in cash.
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Now, nobody with that kind of

chicken feed can expect to last long

at the Golden Casino unless they

stick to the two-bit one-armed ban-

dits. But putting money on a roulette

table is in a higher bracket by far

than feeding a slot machine, even

if you get a steady run of lem-

ons.

Howley didn’t waste any time. He
headed for the roulette table right

away. He watched the play for about

three spins of the wheel, then he

took out his gadget—in plain sight

of anyone who cared to watch—and

set the dial for thirteen. Then he

held it in his hand with thumb and

finger touching the plates and put

his hand in his jacket pocket, with

the lens aimed at the wheel. He
stepped up to the table, bought a

hunder dollars worth of chips, and

put fifty on Number Thirteen.

"No more bets,” said the croupier.

He spun the wheel and dropped the

ball.

"Thirteen, Black, Odd, and Low,"

he chanted after a minute. With a

practiced hand, he raked in the

losers and pushed out Howley’s win-

nings. There was sixteen hundred

dollars sitting on thirteen now. How-

ley didn’t touch it.

The wheel went around and the

little ball clattered around the rim

and finally fell into a slot.

"Thirteen, Black, Odd, and Low,”

said the croupier. This time, he

didn’t look as nonchalant. He peered

curiously at Howley as he pushed out

the chips to make a grand total of

fifty-one thousand two hundred dol-
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lars. The same number doesn’t come

up twice in succession very often,

and it is very rare indeed that the

same person is covering it both times

with a riding bet.

"Two thousand limit, sir,’’ the

croupier said, when it looked as

though Howley was going to let the

fifty-one grand just sit there.

Howley nodded apologetically and

pulled off everything but two thous-

and dollars worth of chips.

The third time around, the crou-

pier had his eyes directly on Howley

as he repeated the chant: "Thirteen,

Black, Odd, and Low.” Everybody

else at the table was watching How-
ley, too. The odds against Howley

—or anyone else, for that matter

—

hitting the same number three times

in a row are just under forty thous-

and to one.

Howley didn’t want to overdo it.

He left two thousand on thirteen,

raked in the rest, and twisted the

dial on his gadget over a notch.

Everyone at the table gasped as

the little ball dropped.

"That was a near miss,” whis-

pered a woman standing nearby.

The croupier said: "Fourteen, Red,

Even, and Low.” And he raked in

Hawley’s two thousand dollars with

a satisfied smile. He had seen runs

of luck before.

Howley deliberately lost two

more spins the same way. Nobody
who was actually cheating would call

too much attention to himself, and

Howley wanted it to look as though

he were trying to cover up the fact

that he had a sure thing.

He took the gadget out of his

pocket and deliberately set it to the

green square marked 00. Then he

put it back in his pocket and put two

thousand dollars on the Double

Zero.

There was more than suspicion in

the croupier’s eyes when he raked in

all the bets on the table except How-
ley’s. It definitely didn’t look good

to him. A man who had started out

with a fifty-dollar bet had managed
to run it up to one hundred seventy-

four thousand two hundred dollars

in six plays.

Howley looked as innocent as pos-

sible under the circumstances, and

carefully dropped the dial on his

gadget back a few notches. Then he

bet another two thousand on High,

an even money bet.

Naturally, he won.

He twisted the dial back a few

more notches and won again on

High!

Then he left it where it was and

won by betting on Red.

By this time, of course, things

were happening. The croupier had

long since pressed the alarm button,

and five men had carefully sur-

rounded Howley. They looked like

customers, but they were harder-

looking than the average, and they

were watching Howley, not the

wheel. Farther back from the crowd,

three of the special deputies from

the sheriff’s office were trying to look

inconspicuous in their gray uniforms

and white Stetsons and pearl-handled

revolvers in black holsters. You can
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imagine how inconspicuous they

looked.

Howley decided to do it up brown.

He reset his gadget as surreptitious-

ly as possible under the circum-

stances, and put his money on

thirteen again.

"Thirteen, Black, Odd, and Low,”

said the croupier in a hollow voice.

The five men in evening dress and

the three deputies moved in closer.

Howley nonchalantly scraped in

his winnings, leaving the two thous-

and on the thirteen spot.

There was a combination of hos-

tility and admiration in every eye

around the table when the croupier

said, "Thirteen, Black, Odd, and

Low” for the fifth time in the space

of minutes. And everyone of those

eyes was turned on Jason How-
ley.

The croupier smiled his profes-

sional smile. "I’m sorry, ladies and

gentlemen; we’ll have to discontinue

play for a while. The gentleman has

broken the bank- at this table.” He
turned the smile on Howley. "Con-

gratulations, sir.”

Howley smiled back and began

stacking up over three hundred

thousand dollars worth of' plastic

disks. It made quite a pile.

One of the deputies stepped up

politely. "I’m an officer, sir,” he said.

"May I help you carry that to the

cashier’s office?”

Howley looked at the gold star

and nodded. "Certainly. Thanks.”

The other two deputies stepped

up, too, and the three of them walk-

ed Howley toward the cashier’s of-
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fice. Behind them came the five men
in dinner jackets.

"You’ll have to step into the office

to cash that much, sir,” said one of

the deputies as he opened the door.

Howley walked in as though he

hadn’t a care in the world. He put

his chips on the desk, and the depu-

ties followed suit, while one of the

dinner-jacketed men closed the door.

Then one of the deputies said: "I

believe this gentleman is carrying a

gun.”

He had his own revolver out and

had it pointed at Howley’s middle.

"Carrying a concealed weapon is

illegal in this city,” he went on.

"I'm afraid we’ll have to search

you.”

Howley didn’t object. He put his

hands up high and stood there while

his pockets were frisked.

"Well, well,” said the deputy

coolly. "What on Earth is this?”

It was Howley’s gadget, and the

dial still pointed to Thirteen

—

Black, Odd, and Low.

The next morning, I went down
to the jail in response to a phone

call from Howley. The special depu-

ties had turned him over to the city

police and he was being held "un-

der suspicion of fraud.” I knew we
could beat that down to an "attempt

to defraud,” but the object was to

get Howley off scott-free. After

Howley told me the whole story, I

got busy pushing the case through.

As long as he was simply being held

on suspicion, I couldn’t get him out

on bail, so I wanted to force the dis-

trict attorney or the police to prefer

charges.

Meanwhile, I made sure that

Howley’s gadget had been impound-

ed as evidence. I didn’t want any-

one fiddling with it before the case

went to court—except, of course, the

D. A. and his men. There wasn’t

much I could do to keep it out of

their hands.

After throwing as much weight

around as I could, including filing a

petition for a writ of habeas corpus

with Judge Grannis, I went over to

Howley’s hotel with a signed power

of attorney that Howley had given

me, and I got a small envelope out

of the hotel safe. It contained a bag-

gage check.

I went over to the bus depot, turn-

ed over the check to the baggage

department, and went back to my
office with a small suitcase. I locked

myself in and opened the case. Sure

enough, it contained three dozen of

the little gadgets.

Then I sat down to wait. By noon,

Judge Grannis had issued the writ

of habeas corpus, and, rather than

release Jason Howley, the police had

booked him, and District Attorney

Thursby was getting the case ready

for the grand jury. There was over

a quarter of a million dollars at

stake, and the men behind the Gold-

en Casino were bringing pressure to

bear. If Howley wasn’t convicted,

they’d have to give him his money

—and that was the last thing they

wanted to do. A quarter of a million

bucks isn’t small potatoes, even to a

gambling syndicate.
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It wasn't until early on the morn-

ing of the third day after Hawley’s

arrest that I got a tip-off from one

of my part-time spies. I scooped up

the phone when it rang and identi-

fied myself.

“Counselor? Look, this is Benny.”

I recognized the voice and name.

Benny was one of the cabbies that I’d

done favors for in the past.

“What’s the trouble, Benny?”

“Oh, no trouble. I just got a little

tip you might be interested in.”

"Fire away.”

"Well, the D.A. and some of his

boys went into the Golden Casino

about ten minutes ago, and now
they’re closin’ up the place. Just for

a little while, I understand. Hour,

maybe. They’re chasin’ everyone out

of the roulette room.”

“Thanks, Benny,” I said, “thanks

a lot.”

“Well, I knew you was working

on that Howley case, and I thought

tills might be important, so I
—

”

"Sure, Benny. Come by my office

this afternoon. And thanks again.”

I hung up and started moving.

Within ten minutes, I was pulling

up and parking across the street

from the Golden Casino. I locked

the car and dodged traffic to get

across the street, as though I’d never

heard of laws against jaywalking.

There were still plenty of people

in the Casino. The bar was full, and
the dice and card games were going

full blast. The slot machines were

jingling out their infernal din while

fools fed coins into their insatiable

innards.
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But the roulette room was closed,

and a couple of be-Stetsoned depu-

ties were standing guard over the

entrance. I headed straight for

them.

Both of them stood pat, blocking

my way, so I stopped a few feet in

front of them.

"Hello, counselor,” said one.

"Sorry, the roulette room’s closed.”

I knew the man slightly. "Let me
in, Jim,” I - said. “I want to see

Thursby.”

The men exchanged glances. Ob-

viously, the D.A. had given them

orders.

"Can’t do it, counselor,” said Jim.

"We're not to let anyone in."

"Tell Thursby I’m out here and

that I want to see him.”

He shrugged, opened the door,

stuck his head inside, and called to

District Attorney Thursby to tell

him that I was outside. I could hear

Thursby’s muffled "Damn!” from

within. But when he showed up at

the door, his face was all smiles.

"What’s the trouble?” he asked

pleasantly.

I smiled back, giving him my
best. "No trouble at all, Thursby. I

just wanted to watch the experi-

ment.”

"Experiment?” He looked honest-

ly surprised, which was a fine piece

of acting. "We’re just checking to

see if the table’s wired, that’s all. If

it is, your client may be in the clear;

maybe we can hang it on the crou-

pier.”

"And get a conspiracy charge on

my client, too, eh? Well, if you
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don't mind, I’d like to watch that

table check myself. You know how
it is.”

Thursby hesitated, then he scowl-

ed. "Oh, all right. Come on in. But

stay out of the way.”

I grinned. "Sure. All I want to do

is protect my client’s interests.”

Thursby just grunted and opened

the door wider to let me in. He was

a shrewd lawyer, a good D.A., and

basically honest, even if he did have

a tendency to bend under pressure

from higher up.

They were checking the table, all

right. They had three specialists

going over it with everything from

fine tooth combs to Geiger counters.

They found nothing. No magnets,

no wires, no mechanical gimmicks.

Nothing.

It took them an hour to take that

table apart, check it, and put it back

together again. When it was all

over, Thursby glanced at me, then

said: "O.K., boys; that does it. Let’s

g°
•"

The men looked at him oddly, and

I knew why.

"Aren’t you going to test my
client's gadget?” I asked innocently.

Thursby looked angrily baffled for

a moment, then he clamped his lips

grimly. "As long as we’re here, I

guess we might as well.”

I knew perfectly well it was what

he had intended to do all along.

"One of you guys spin that

wheel," he said to the technicians.

One of them gave the wheel a spin

and dropped the ball. It clattered on
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its merry way and dropped into a

slot. Forty-two.

Thursby took the gadget out of

his pocket. It was still set at Thir-

teen.

The men who had surrounded

Howley on the night of his arrest

had been keeping their eyes open,

and they had seen how Howley had

handled the thing. Well—almost

how. Thursby had the lens opening

pointed at the wheel, but his thumb

and fingers weren’t touching the sil-

ver plates properly.

"Spin it again,” he said.

Everyone's eyes were on the ball

as it whirled, so I had time to get

my own copy of Howley’s gadget

out and set it at Thirteen. I hoped

the thing would work for me. I con-

centrated on Thirteen, making sure

my thumb and fingers were placed

right.

Evidently they were. The ball fell

into Thirteen, Black, Odd, and

Low.

A huge grin spread over Thurs-

by’s face, but he was man enough

not to turn and grin at me. "Try it

again,” he said.

Thirteen, Black, Odd, and Low.

"I wonder how the thing works?”

said Thursby, looking at the gadget

in a sort of pleased awe.

"You’d better be able to prove

that it does work, Thursby,” I said,

trying to put irritation into my
voice.

This time, he did grin at me. "Oh,

I think we can prove that, all right.”

He turned back to the technician.

"Spin it once more, Sam, and show
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the defense counsel, here, how it

works.”

The technician did as he was told.

"Thirteen, Black, Odd, and Low,”

he chanted, grinning.

"Let’s try another number,”

Thursby said. He turned the dial to

One. And this time, when he point-

ed it, his fingers were touching the

plates in the right places.

"Just a minute,” I said. "Let me
spin that thing.”

"Be my guest, counselor,” said

Thursby.

I spun the wheel and scooted the

ball along the rim. It dropped into

a slot. One, Red, Odd, and Low. I

looked as disappointed and appre-

hensive as I could.

"Co-incidence,” I said. "Nothing

more. You haven’t proved any-

thing.”

Thursby’s grin widened. "Of
course I haven’t,” he said with a

soothing, patronizing tone. "But I

don't have to prove anything until

I get to court.”

Then he looked at the technicians

and jerked his head toward the door.

"Let’s go, boys. Maybe the coun-

selor wants to look over the table

for himself. Maybe he thinks we’ve

got it rigged.”

There was a chorus of guffaws as

they walked out. I just stood there,

scowling, trying to keep from laugh-

ing even harder than they were.

Jason Howley sat next to me at

the defense table, just inside the low

partition that divided the court

from the public. There weren’t many

126

people in the auditorium itself; lis-

tening to some poor dope get him-

self sentenced for cheating at gam-

bling is considered pretty dull

entertainment in the State of Nevada.

Thursby had managed to push the

indictment through the grand jury

in a hurry, but, as he sat across the

room from me at the prosecution

table, I thought I could detect a

false note in the assumed look of

confidence that he was trying to

wear.

Howley tapped me on the shoul-

der. I turned around, and he whis-

pered: "How much longer?”

I tapped my wrist watch. "Couple

minutes. Judge Lapworth is one of

those precisionists. Never a moment
late or early. Getting jumpy?”

He shook his head gently and

smiled. "No. You've handled this

even better than I’d have imagined.

You thought of things I didn’t even

know existed. I'm no lawyer; I can

see that.”

I returned the smile. "And I don’t

invent gimmicks, either. So what?”

His eyes looked at me from be-

hind the distorting negative lenses.

"I’ve been wondering, counselor

—

why are you so interested in this? I

mean, I offered you a pretty good

fee, and all that, but it seems to me
you’re taking an unusual interest in

the case.”

I grinned at him. "Mr. Howley,

my profession is Law—with a capi-

tal L. The study of the Law isn’t like

the study of physics or whatever;

these are manmade laws—com-

mands, not descriptions. They don’t
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necessarily have anything to do with

facts at all. Take the word 'insan-

ity,’ for instance; the word isn’t even

used by head-shrinkers any more be-

cause it’s a legal definition that has

nothing whatever to do with the con-

dition of the human mind.

"Now, any such set of laws as that

can’t possibly be self-consistent and

still have some use on an action

level. A lawyer’s job is to find the

little inconsistencies in the structure,

the places where the pieces have been

jammed together in an effort to make
them look like a structured whole.

To find, in other words, the loop-

holes and use them.

"And when I find a loophole, I

like to wring everything I can out

of it. I’m enjoying this.”

Howley nodded. "I see. But what

if something
—

”

I held up my hand to silence him,

because the door to the judges' cham-

bers opened at that moment, and

Judge Lapworth came in as the baliff

announced him. We all stood up
while the baliff intoned his "Oyez,

oyez."

Thursby made a short preliminary

speech to the jury, and I requested

and was granted permission to hold

my own opening statement until the

defense was ready to present its

case.

Thursby was looking worried, al-

though it took a trained eye to see it.

I was pretty sure I knew why. He
had been pushed too hard and had

gone too fast. He’d managed to slide

through the grand jury too easily,

and I had managed to get the trial
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date set for a week later. Thursby’s

case was far from being as tight as

he wanted it.

I just sat still while the prosecu-

tion brought forth its witnesses and

evidence. The croupier, the deputies,

several employees of the Golden

Casino, and a couple of patrons all

told their stories. I waived cross-ex-

amination in every case, which made
Thursby even edgier than he had

been.

When he called in the head of the

technicians who had inspected the

table at the casino, I made no objec-

tion to his testimony, but I made my
first cross-examination.

"Mr. Thompson, you have stated

your qualifications as an expert on

the various devices which have been

used to illegally influence the opera-

tion of gambling devices in this

state.”

Thursby said: "Oh, if the Court

please, I should like to remind coun-

sel for the defense that he has already

accepted the qualifications of the

witness.”

"I am not attempting to impugn

the qualifications of the witness,” I

snapped.

Judge Lapworth frowned at Thurs-

by. "Are you making an objection,

Mr. District Attorney?”

Thursby pursed his lips, said,

"No, Your Honor,” and sat down.

"Proceed with the cross-examina-

tion,” said the judge.

"Mr. Thompson,” I said, "you

have testified that you examined the

table at the Golden Casino for such
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devices and found none. Is that

right?”

"That’s right,” he said positively.

"Have you seen the device labeled

People's Exhibit A, which was found

by the officers on the person of the

defendant?”

"Well . .
.
yes. I have.”

"Have you examined this device?”

Thursby was on his feet. "Objec-

tion, Your Honor! This material was

not brought out in direct examina-

tion !”

"Sustained,” said Judge Lapworth.

“Very well, Your Honor,” I said.

Then I turned back to Thompson.

"As an expert in this field, Mr.

Thompson, you have examined many
different devices for cheating gam-

bling equipment, haven’t you?”

"Yes, I have.”

"How many, would you say?”

"Oh . . . several hundred.”

"Several hundred different types?"

"No. Several hundred individual

devices. Most of them are just varia-

tions of two or three basic types.”

"And you are familiar with the

function of these basic types and

their variations?”

"I am.”

"You know exactly how all of

them work, then?”

He saw where I was heading.

"Most of them,” he hedged.

Thursby saw where I was head-

ing, too, and was sweating. I’d man-

aged to get around his objection.

“Have you ever examined any

which you could not understand?”

"I ... I don’t quite know what

you mean.”
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"Have you ever,” I said firmly,

"come across a device used in cheat-

ing which you could not comprehend

or explain the operation of?”

Thursby stood up. "Same objec-

tion as before, Your Honor.”

"Your Honor,” I said, "I am mere-

ly trying to find the limitations of

the witness’ knowledge; I am not

trying to refute his acknowledged

ability.”

"Overruled,” said Judge Lap-

worth. "The witness will answer the

question.”

I repeated the question.

"Yes,” Thompson said in a low

voice.

"More than once?”

"Only once.”

"Only once. You did find one de-

vice which didn't operate in any

fashion you can explain. Is that

right?”

"That’s right.”

"Can you tell me what this device

was?”

Thompson took a deep breath. "It

was People’s Exhibit A—the device

taken from the defendant at the time

of his arrest.”

There was a buzz in the court-

room.

"No more questions,” I said, turn-

ing away. Then, before Thompson

could leave the stand, I turned back

to him. "Oh, just one moment, Mr.

Thompson. Did you examine this de-

vice carefully? Did you take it

apart?”

"I opened it and looked at it.”

"You just looked at it? You

didn’t subject it to any tests?”
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Thompson took a deep breath.

"No."

"Why not?"

"There wasn’t anything inside it

to test.”

This time, there was more than

just a buzz around the courtroom.

Judge Lapworth rapped for order.

When the room was quiet, I said:

"The box was empty, then?"

"Well, no. Not exactly empty. It

had some stuff in it.”

I turned to the judge. "If the

Court please, I would like to have the

so-called device, Exhibit A, opened

so that the members of the jury may

see for themselves what it con-

tains.”

Judge Lapworth said: "The Court

would like very much to see the in-

ternal workings of this device, too.

Bailiff, if you will, please.”

The bailiff handed him the gadget

from the exhibit table.

"How does it open?” asked the

judge. He turned to Thompson.

"Will the witness please open the

box?”

Reluctantly, Thompson thumbed

the catch and slid off the top.

The judge took it from him, look-

ed inside, and stared for a long mo-

ment.
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I had already seen the insides. It

was painted white, and there were

inked lines running all over the in-

side, and various pictures—a ball, a

pair of dice, a roulette wheel—and

some other symbols that I didn’t pre-

tend to understand.

Otherwise, the box was empty.

After a moment. Judge Lapworth

looked up from the box and stared

at Thursby. Then he looked at

Thompson. "Just what tests did you

perform on this . . . this thing, Mr.

Thompson?”

"Well, Your Honor,” Thompson
said, visibly nervous, "I checked it

for all kinds of radiation and mag-
netism. There isn’t anything like that

coming from it. But,” he added

lamely, "there wasn’t much else to

test. Not without damaging the

box.”

"I see.” His honor glared at

Thursby, but didn't say anything to

him. He simply ordered the box to

be shown to the jury.

Thursby was grimly holding his

ground, waiting.

"Have you any more questions,

counselor?” the judge asked.

"No, Your Honor, I have not.”

"Witness may step down," said

his honor to Thompson.

Thursby stood up. "If the Court

please, I would like to stage a small

demonstration for the members of

the jury.”

The Court gave permission, and

a roulette wheel was hauled in on a

small table.

I watched with interest and with-
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out objection while Thursby demon-

strated the use of the gadget and

then asked each of the jurors in turn

to try it. It was a long way from

being a successful demonstration.

Some of the jurors didn’t hold the

thing right, and some of those that

did just didn’t have the mental abil-

ity required to use it. But that didn’t

bother Thursby.

"Your Honor, and Gentlemen of

the Jury,” he said, "you are all aware

that a device constructed for the pur-

pose of cheating at any gambling

game is not necessarily one hundred

per cent infallible. It doesn’t have to

be. All it has to do is turn the odds

in favor of the user.

"You are all familiar with loaded

dice, I’m sure. And you know that

loading dice for one set of numbers

merely increases the probability that

those numbers will come up; it does

not guarantee that they will come up

every time.

"It is the same with marked

cards. Marking the backs of a deck

of cards doesn’t mean that you will

invariably get a better hand than your

opponent; it doesn’t even mean that

you will win every hand.

"The device taken from the de-

fendant at the Golden Casino does

not, as you have seen, work every

time. But, as you have also seen, it

certainly does shift the odds by a con-

siderable percentage. And that, I

submit, is illegal under the laws of

this state.”

He went on, building on that

theme for a while, then he turned

the trial over to the defense.
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"Call Dr. Pettigrew to the stand,”

I said.

I heard Thursby 's gasp, but I ig-

nored it.

A chunky, balding man with a

moon face and an irritated expres-

sion came up to be sworn in. He was
irritated with me for having sub-

poenaed him, and he showed it. I

hoped he wouldn’t turn out to be

hostile.

"You are Dr. Herbert Petti-

grew?" I asked.

"That is correct.”

"State your residence, please.”

"3109 La Jolla Boulevard, Los

Angeles, California.”

"You are called 'Doctor’ Petti-

grew, I believe. Would you tell the

Court what right you have to that

title ?”

He looked a little miffed, but he
said: "It is a scholarly title. A Doc-
torate of Philosophy in physics

from Massachusetts Institute of

Technology.”

"I see. Would you mind telling the

Court what other academic degrees

you have?”

He reeled off a list of them, all

impressive.

"Thank you, doctor,” I said.

"Now, what is your present occupa-

tion?”

"I am a Professor of Physics, at

the University of California in Los
Angeles.”

I went on questioning him to

establish his ability in his field, and

by the time I was finished, the jury

was pretty well impressed with his

status in the scientific brotherhood.

And not once did Thursby object.

Then I said, "Dr. Pettigrew, I be-

lieve you came to this city on a pro-

fessional matter?”

"Yes, I did.” He didn’t hesitate

to answer, so I figured I hadn’t got

his goat too much.

"And what was the nature of that

matter?”

"I was asked to come here by Mr.

Harold Thursby, the District Attor-

ney, to perform some scientific tests

on the . . . er . . . device . , . the

device known as People’s Exhibit

A.”

"Did you perform these tests?”

”1 did.”

"At the request of District Attor-

ney Thorny,’ is that right?”

"That is correct.”

"May I ask why Mr. Thursby did

not call you as a witness for the

prosecution?”

Thursby, as I had expected, was

on his feet. "Objection! The ques-

tion calls for a conclusion of the wit-

ness!”

"Sustained,” said Judge Lap-

worth.

"Dr. Pettigrew,” I said, "what

were your findings in reference to

Exhibit A?”
He shrugged. "The thing is a plas-

tic box with a dial set in one side, a

plastic lens in one end, and a couple

of strips of silver along two other

sides. Inside, there are a lot of mark-

ings in black ink on white paint.”

He gestured toward the exhibit

table. "Just what you’ve seen; that’s

all there is to it.”
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"What sort of tests did you per-

form to determine this, Dr. Petti-

grew?” I asked.

He took a long time answering

that one. He had X-rayed the thing

thoroughly, tested it with apparatus

I’d never heard of, taken scrapings

from all over it for microchemical

analysis, and even tried it himself on

a roulette wheel. He hadn’t been able

to make it work.

"And what is your conclusion

from these findings?” I asked.

Again he shrugged. "The thing is

just a box, that’s all. It has no spe-

cial properties.”

"Would you say that it could be

responsible for the phenomena we
have just seen? By that, I mean the

peculiar action of the roulette wheel,

demonstrated here by the prosecu-

tion.”

"Definitely not,” he stated flatly.

"The box could not possibly have

any effect on either the wheel or the

ball.”

”1 see. Thank you, doctor; that’s

all. Cross-examine.”

Thursby walked over to the wit-

ness stand with a belligerent scowl

on his face. "Dr. Pettigrew, you say

that the box couldn’t possibly have

had any effect on the wheel. And yet,

we have demonstrated that there is

an effect. Don’t you believe the testi-

mony of your own senses?”

"Certainly I do!” snapped Petti-

grew.

"Then how do you account for

the behavior of the roulette wheel

as you have just seen it demonstrated

in this court?”
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I suppressed a grin. Thursby was

so mad that he was having trouble

expressing himself clearly.

"In several ways!” Pettigrew said

sharply. "In the first place, that

wheel could be rigged.”

Thursby purpled. "Now, just a

minute! I
—

”

I started to object, but Judge Lap-

worth beat me to it.

"Are you objecting to the answer,

Mr. District Attorney?”

"The witness is insinuating that I

falsified evidence!”

"I am not!” said Pettigrew, visibly

angry. "You asked me how I could

account for its behavior, and I told

you one way! There are others!”

"The wheel will be examined,”

said Judge Lapworth darkly. "Tell

us the other ways, Dr. Pettigrew.”

"Pure chance,” said Pettigrew.

"Pure chance, Your Honor. I’m sure

that everyone in this courtroom has

seen runs of luck on a roulette wheel.

According to the laws of probability,

such runs must inevitably happen.

Frankly, I believe that just such a

run has occurred here. I do not think

for a minute that Mr. Thursby or

anyone else rigged that wheel.”

”1 see; thank you, Dr. Pettigrew,”

said the judge. "Any further ques-

tions, Mr. District Attorney?”

"No further questions,” Thursby

said, trying to hide his anger.

"Call your next witness,” said the

judge, looking at me.

”1 call Mr. Jason Howley to the

stand.”

Howley sat down and was sworn
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in. I went through the preliminaries,

then asked: "Mr. Howley, you have

seen People’s Exhibit A?”
”1 have.”

"To whom does it belong?”

"It is mine. It was taken from me
by—"

"Just answer the question, please,"

I admonished him. He knew his

script, but he was jumping the gun.

"The device is yours, then?”

"That’s right.”

"Under what circumstances did

this device come into the hands of

the police?”

He told what had happened on

the night of the big take at the Gold-

en Casino.

"Would you explain to us just

what this device is?” I asked when
he had finished.

"Certainly,” he said. "It’s a good
luck charm.”

I could hear the muffled reaction

in the courtroom.

"A good luck charm. I see. Then
it has no effect on the wheel at all?”

"Oh, I wouldn’t say that,” How-
ley said disarmingly. He smiled and

looked at the jury. "It certainly has

some effect. It’s the only good luck

charm I ever had that worked.”

The jury was grinning right back

at him. They were all gamblers at

heart, and I never knew a gambler

yet who didn’t have some sort of

good luck charm or superstition

when it came to gambling. We had
them all in the palms of our hands.

"What I mean is, does it have any

physical effect on the wheel?”

Howley looked puzzled. "Well, I

don’t know about that. That’s not my
field. You better ask Dr. Pettigrew.”

There was a smothered laugh

somewhere in the courtroom.

"Just how do you operate this

good luck charm, Mr. Howley?” I

asked.

"Why, you just hold it so that

your thumb touches one strip of sil-

ver and your fingers touch the other,

then you set the dial to whatever

number you want to come up and

wish.”

"Wish? Just wish, Mr. Howley?”

"Just wish. That’s all. What else

can you do with a good luck charm?”

This time, the judge had to pound

for order to stop the laughing.

I turned Howley over to Thursby.

The D.A. hammered at him for

half an hour trying to get something

out of Howley, but he didn’t get any-

where useful. Howley admitted that

he’d come to Nevada to play the

wheels; what was wrong with that?

He admitted that he’d come just to

try out his good luck charm—and

what was wrong with that? He even

admitted that it worked for him

every time

—

And what was wrong, pray, with

that?

Thursby knew he was licked. He’d

known it for a long time. His sum-

mation to the jury showed it. The

expressions on the faces of the jury

as they listened showed it.

They brought in a verdict of Not
Guilty.

When I got back to my office, I

picked up the phone and called the
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Golden Casino. I asked for George

Brockey, the manager. When I got

him on the phone and identified my-

self, he said, "Oh. It’s you.” His

voice didn’t sound friendly.

"It’s me,” I said.

"I suppose you’re going to slap a

suit for false arrest on the Casino

now, eh, counselor?”

"Not a bit of it, George,” I said.

"The thought occurred to me, but I

think we can come to terms.”

"Yeah?”

"Nothing to it, George. You give

us the three hundred grand and we
don’t do a thing.”

"Yeah?” He didn’t get it. He had

to fork over the money anyway, ac-

cording to the court order, so what

was the deal?

"If you want to go a little further.

I’ll tell you what we’ll do. We’ll

give you one of our little good luck

charms, if you’ll promise to call your

boys off Howley.”

"Nobody’s on Howley,” he said.

"You ought to know better than

that. In this state, if we get whipped

in court, we play it square. Did you

think we were going to get rough?"

"No. But you kind of figured on

lifting that gadget as soon as he gets

it back from the D.A., didn’t you?

I saw your boys waiting at his hotel.

I’m just telling you that you don't

have to do that. We’ll give you the

gadget. There are plenty more where

that came from.”

"I see,” Brockey said after a long

pause. "O.K., counselor. It’s a deal.”

"Fine. We’ll pick up the money
later this evening, if that’s O.K.”

"Sure, counselor. Anytime. Any-

time at all.” He hung up.

I grinned at Howley, who was sit-

ting across the desk from me. "Well,

that winds it up.”

"I don’t get it,” Howley said.

"Why’d you call up Brockey? What

was the purpose of that ’deal’?”

"No deal,” I told him. "I was just

warning him that killing you and

taking the gadget wouldn’t do any

good, that we’ve covered you. He

won’t bother having anything done

to you if he knows that the

secret of the gadget is out al-

ready.”

Howley’s eyes widened behind

those spectacles of his. "You mean

they’d kill me? I thought Nevada

gamblers were honest.”

"Oh, they are, they are. But this

is a threat to their whole industry.

It’s more than that, it may destroy

them. Some of them might kill to

keep that from happening. But yon

don’t have to worry now.”

"Thanks. Tell me; do you think

we’ve succeeded?”

"In what you set out to do? Cer-

tainly. When we mail out those

gadgets to people all over the state,

the place will be in an uproar. With

all the publicity this case is getting,

it’ll have to work. You now have a

court decision on your side, a deci-

sion which says that a psionic device

can be legally used to influence gam-

bling games.

"Why, man, they’ll have to start

investigating ! You’ll have every po-

litico in the State of Nevada insisting

that scientists work on that thing. To
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say nothing of what the syndicate

will do.”

"All I wanted to do,” said How-
ley, "was force people to take notice

of psionics. I guess I’ve done

that.”

"You certainly have, brother. I

wonder what it will come to?”

"I wonder, myself, sometimes,”

Howley said.

That was three and a half years

ago. Neither Howley nor I are won-

dering now. According to the front

page of today’s Times, the first

spaceship, with a crew of eighty

aboard, reached Mars this morning.

And, on page two, there’s a small

article headlined: ROCKET OBSO-
LETE, SAY SCIENTISTS.

It sure is.

THE END

THE ANALYTICAL LABORATORY
Every so often we get complaints about the use of novels in serial form.

I know— I don’t like having to wait for installments either. (One advantage

of being an editor; I don’t have to!) But . . . there’s the unfortunate fact

that type-metal is decidedly inelastic, and we can’t get novels in one issue, plus

the other, and important, fact that you readers like long stories. As witness

this month's results:

PLACE STORY AUTHOR POINTS

1. Dorsai
!
(Pt. II) Gordon R. Dickson 1.81

2. Transfusion Chad Oliver 2.14

3. Cat and Mouse Ralph Williams 2.35

4. All Day September Roger Kuykendall 4.10

5. Unborn Tomorrow Mack Reynolds 4.46

Please—don’t give me the "yes, I mean no, but certainly you should, but

I don’t like it, but . .
.” effect. If you consistently vote longer stories first

place . . . what should I do? Run short ones just to spite you . . . ?

The Editor.

...OR YOUR MONEY BACK 135



Illustrated by Freat
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Sometimes a story is

best told by omission—

/

.HANDLING THE

BY M. I. MAYFIELD

September 16, 1957

Dr. Robert Von Engen, Editor

Journal of the National Academy of

Sciences,

Constitution Avenue, N. W.,

Washington, D. C.

Dear Sir:

I am taking the liberty of writing

you this letter since I read your pub-

lished volume, "Logical Control:

The Computer vs. Brain" (Silliman

Memorial Lecture Series, 1957),

with the hope that you can perhaps

offer me some advice and also pub-

lish this letter in the editorial sec-

tion. Your mathematical viewpoint

on the analysis between computing

machines and the living human

ON HANDLING THE DATA

DATA

brain, especially the conclusion that

the brain operates in part digitally

and in part analogically, using its

own statistical language involving

selection, conditional transfer orders,

branching, and control sequence

points, et cetera, makes me feel that

only you can offer me some informa-

tion with logical arithmetic depth.

The questions raised in this letter

are designed principally to reach the

embryonic and juvenile scientists . . .

the scientists-elect, so to speak. (I

think the "mature scientists” are

irretrievably lost.) For many reasons,

some of which will be explained in

the following paragraphs, I think

that it is of the greatest importance

that some stimulatable audience be
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reached. As yet, the beginners have

no rigid scientific biases and thus

may have sufficient curiosity and

flexibility about the world in which

they live to approach experimenta-

tion with a mind devoid of "the

hierarchy of memory registers which

have programmed in erroneous

data."

What I have to say will not sur-

prise nor shock you, or those who
are at present engaged in scientific

investigation. In fact, I have read

many science-fiction stories that deal

with the same problem. Perhaps that

is the only way that it can be ap-

proached, through the medium of a

story? Yet why not present it for

what it may be? Let me tell it my
own way, and then, please, let me
have your coldly logical opin-

ion.

As to my background, I am a

graduate student in the Zoology De-

partment of a midwestern university

working toward a Master’s degree,

or actually a doctorate—we can by-

pass the M.S. if we choose—in the

field of Cellular Physiology. My
sponsor is an internationally known
man in the field. The area of re-

search that I have selected is con-

cerned with the effects of physical

and chemical agents on the synthesis

of nucleic acids of the cell. Obvious-

ly, this is a big field, and I hope to

select from among the different

agents, one or two that will give

"positive results.” I have been doing

active research for about half a year

testing the different agents. As for

the fundamental questions raised,
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I am positive that it would make no

difference in what field of science I

were to work.

By now I have had enough course

work to realize that when perform-

ing any assigned laboratory exercise

—they should not be called experi-

ments—even of a cook-book type,

little or even major discrepancies

arise, and always on the initial trials,

no matter how carefully one works!

As you are probably aware, the teach-

ing assistant in charge of the lab

or the instructor, generally runs

through the exercise before the class

does in order to get the "bugs” out

of it—I am deliberately generalizing,

since the above holds for all of the

laboratory sciences—so when the

student gets confusing or rather con-

tradictory results, the instructor can

deftly point out the error in the set-

up or calculations, or what have you.

He may even indicate what results

may be expected. The last is critical.

Similarly other students in the lab-

oratory usually have friends who

have had the course before and know

what results are expected

—

this

technique is frowned upon. Or one

may consult textbooks and published

papers. (This, by the way, is known

as library research, and is generally

conceded to be indicative of the su-

perior student, especially if he points

out the fact that he is so interested

that he just had to delve into the

literature.) By any technique, the

expected results are always obtained.

Always. And by everyone. The ini-

tial confusions—that some honest

students perpetuate—are easily
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brushed aside as errors due to inex-

perience, sloppiness, lack of initia-

tive, stupidity of congenital sort, et

cetera, et cetera.

Since being a teaching fellow, even

simple cook-book experiments don’t

seem as cook-bookish. Some pretty

weird things have happened when I

tried out an exercise prior to the

class. Fortunately, I was taught to

keep data—in duplicate: indelible

purple Hexostick original and car-

bon copy. These, vide infra, are a

few of such happenings.

Elementary General Physiology

Laboratory:

1. Initial maximal vagal stimulation:

Expected results: inhibition of

heart beat.

Obtained results: one series of in-

increased heart beats. (Possible

explanation: I missed the vagus

nerve) ? ? ? ?

2. rrog nerve-muscle preparation:

Expected results: a single muscle

twitch.

Obtained results: a beautiful

nerve twitch.

(Explanation: Eyesight? How can

nerves twitch?)??

3. Hypotonic hemolysis:

Expected results: red blood cell

destruction.

Obtained results: crenation.

(Explanation: switched salt solu-

tions unconsciously) ? ? ? ? ?

4. Curarized muscle preparation:

Expected results: a synaptic block

with no response of nerve when

stimulated.

ON HANDLING THE DATA

Observed results: a typical strych-

nine response, violent tetanus,

et cetera.

(Explanation: again, I switched

bottles)????

5.

I shall avoid the obvious men-

tion of mishaps with mechanical

or electrical pieces of equipment.

I assure you there were similar

deviations in initial attempts.

Since I realize that you are prepar-

ing a paper on Memory Registers:

Stimulation Criteria, for the Vlth

Annual International Meeting of the

Society of Theoretical Biomathema-

ticians in London, and are short of

time, I shall avoid going into the

same kind of detail as the above for

other Biology Labs, and get into the

real heart of the thing . . . the re-

search problem. (After all that is

what both of us are interested in.)

By the way, please send me a reprint

of the paper when it comes

out.

I guess I am really hepped up on

this, because I’ve just got to point

out for emphasis other incidences

usually of a type that involved miss-

ing a whole organ in dissections or

a tissue structure in histology only

on the first study, and then re-read-

ing the assignment—after knowing

what to look for—and subsequently

finding it exactly where it is said to

be. (Ever hunt for an unknown

quality—or quantity?) So it was

there all the time, sloppy technique?

Or is this branching at a con-

trol point? cf.LC: C. vs. B. p.

251.

To get back to my thesis research,
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the pieces of equipment that I have

been using in the research are fairly

standard in physiological research: a

Beckman spectrophotometer, a Cole-

man photometer, a van Slyke amino

nitrogen apparatus, a Warburg res-

pirometer, pH meters, Kjeldahls,

Thunbergs, et cetera. Mostly, I’m in

the process of getting used to them.

Also there is a high voltage X-ray

generator, U. V. source and other

equipment for irradiation purposes.

We also have an A. E. C. license so

that we can get at least microcurie

amounts of the usual isotopes for

radioautographic work.

Now the literature in my area is

pretty controversial. (You can appre-

ciate that, especially since Bergbot-

tom at the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute

bombarded you with criticisms of

your theories.) Different and actual-

ly contradictory iesults have been

obtained for the same substance in

the same organism, e. g. alkaline

phosphatase in the frog liver cell

(Monnenblick, ’55, Tripp, ’56, and

Stone, ’57). To give an example,

when I start a run for respiration

effects using a Warburg I don’t

know what results to expect. When-
ever this has been the case, my re-

sults have been confusing ... to say

the least.

On nitrogen-mustard treated cells,

in some instances the controls respired

significantly more—even with a sta-

tistical analysis of variance—in some
instances the experimentals respired

significantly more; and in other

cases the respiration for both was

exactly the same—even closer than
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the expected deviations that should

be found in any random population.

One run, the blank run, containing

no cells . . . and grease-free . . . con-

sumed the greatest amount of oxy-

gen. To cut this letter short, the same

inconstancies apply to other trials

that I have made. Whenever I didn’t

know what to expect, and particular-

ly where the literature was contro-

versial, my results have been com-

pletely haywire.

Needless to say, I was not happy

with this so I discussed it with other

graduate students. They have all en-

countered the same thing! But most

professors won’t admit this to be

true and merely tell me that my tech-

nique is lousy. If anything, I am an

overly careful worker. Why is it

when I know what results are expect-

ed, I get comparable results even on

the first trial?

Remember, I obtained the expected

results when the literature wasn’t

confused or when my sponsor—

a

most important man in my life

—

gave me a clue as to what

kind of results to expect. Only

then.

Now this is the heart of the mat-

ter .. . The obvious explanation is

the lack of experience. But, and this

is what haunts me . . . what if those

so-called contradictory results are

meaningful? What if they were exe-

cuted with care

—

and they were—and

are not the results of sloppiness or

inexperience? What if a nerve can

twitch?

Very respectfully yours,

Jonathan Wells
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May 3, 1958
Dr. Robert Von Engen,

Editor, Journal of the National

Academy of Sciences,

Constitution Avenue,

Washington, D. C.

Dear Dr. Von Engen:

I would like to thank you for your

encouraging letter and advice. 1

agree completely with your statement

that science has a long way to go be-

fore we can explain the various in-

consistencies that crop up in research.

But I certainly can’t see how the let-

ter is far too "unsophisticated” for

inclusion in the Letters to the Editor

portion of your journal. While your

letter should have calmed me, I feel

even more strongly now after a year

of research about the matter than I

did before. I have deliberately post-

poned answering your letter until 1

had more facts.

I now find that I have accumulat-

ed—as you suggested—three distinct-

ly conflicting groups of data on

nucleic acid synthesis of frog liver

cells

:

1. There is a conversion of ribo-

nucleic acid to desoxyribonucleic

acid.

2. There is a conversion of des-

oxyribonucleic acid to ribonucleic

acid.

3. The synthesis of both types of

nucleic acid are independent of each

other. (In addition, I have some

data . . . that I don’t want to think

about too mudi . . . that shows that

there is absolutely no nucleic acid in

the liver cell.) Thus, these data all

accumulated by experimental work,

support all three hypotheses. More-
over, the literature supports all three

hypotheses. 1 intend to go to the

Woods Hole, Massachusetts Marine

Lab this summer with my sponsor

and get some new ideas there, espe-

cially since Professor Gould M. Rice

from the University of London will

be there presenting a seminar series

on his work in nucleic acid synthesis

in Oryzias.

The point is not that there is a

conflict in the data, but that the data

conflict because there is a conflict in

my mind and in the literature. Don’t

you see it? As you said on page 20

of "Logical Control: Computer vs.

Brain”: "the order-system—this

means the problem to be solved, the

interaction of the user—is communi-

cated to the machine by 'loading' it

into the memory.”

Sincerely yours,

Jonathan

August 31, 1958

Dr. Robert Von Engen,

Journal of the National Academy of

Sciences,

Constitution Avenue,

Washington, D. C.

Dear Dr. Bob:

Again, many thanks for your let-

ter—and encouragement. I especially

treasure the inscribed copy of "Logi-

cal Control: Computer vs. Brain,”

and the current reprint. I am sorry

that I didn’t get an opportunity to

get down to Washington en route

to Woods Hole and talk over the
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whole thing over a bottle of beer,

dark beer. From what I hear of the

demands on a first-rate mathemati-

cian’s time these days, you should be

grateful that I didn’t get to see you,

because I would have monopolized

all your time. I appreciate your gen-

erosity in extending the invitation as

a rain check to me.

Your mention of the Duke School

of "psychology”—my quotes—leaves

me cold. It’s too obvious and puts

the cart before the horse. The impor-

tant point that I was trying to make
dealt not with the "possible para-

psychological” manipulation of

equipment or the materials a la tele-

kinesis to produce the desired results,

but that our Science may not be

studying natural phenomena and

trying to interpret them at all. The
|x>int, to get it down in black and

white, is that our "Science”—yes,

quotes—may be inventing the reality

that it is supposedly studying. In-

venting the atoms, molecules, cells,

nuclei, et cetera . . . and then de-

scribing them, and in the description

giving them reality.

While I was at Woods Hole I had

some really good bull sessions about

this very thing. I realize now that I

may have been falling into the trap

of solipsism, "who watches the

quad,” et cetera, type of thing. In-

cidentally, my research is finally be-

ginning to fall into shape. My
sponsor and I had some pretty good

sessions about it, and some of the

screwy results I wrote you begin to

make sense. I had the good luck to

talk to an outstanding man in the
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field of nucleic acid synthesis and he

was quite enthusiastic about the cali-

ber of our work. He feels quite

strongly—but has no real evidence

—

that the synthesis of both types of

nucleic acid are independent of each

other and has pointed out some sig-

nificant references that I did not

know about. I’m anxious to buckle

down and really lick this nucleic acid

problem ... in time for a June de-

gree.

Cordially,

Jonathan

P.S.

Please send me a reprint of your

lecture on "Memory Banks-Transis-

torized Neurones.” The lecture was

ingenious, but there are some bio-

logical phenomena with which I

don’t agree. Remember, I’m the

biologist. Honestly, Doc, don’t you

think

—

entre nous—that your idea

that a living organism, can be com-

pared with automata in picking up

informational items and processing

them simultaneously in parallel,

rather than in series, is naif?

J-

October 28, 1958

Dr. R. Von Engen,

Journal of the National Academy of

Sciences,

Washington, D. C.

Dear Dr. Von Engen:

I apologize for not answering

your letter sooner. I assume you were

pulling my leg when you suggested

that I make a science-fiction story out

of "the confused ideas of a begin-

ning graduate student.” You might
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give your idea of a "possible sci-

ence-fiction story” to one of your

acolytes that has some small expe-

rience in the field of writing—not

science. I am afraid that your other

suggestions are not germane to the

problem of nucleic acid synthesis

and metabolism, a problem that has

been occupying all my time. In fact,

I’ve been doing with three to four

hours of sleep these days. With the

kind of concentration that I can offer

the problem, there is no question

that the data are falling into line,

and our research is going rather well.

We will show, I hope, fairly conclu-

sively that there is little or no inter-

conversion between the two types of

nucleic acid synthesis in the cell.

Despite your ingenious mathemati-

cal approaches for stimulation cri-

teria, in biological research—a very

abstruse field—even your multiplex

machines with elaborate means of

intercommunication are not sophisti-

cated enough—or ever will be—to

cope with the complexities inherent

in the numerous interacting biosyn-

theses on the subcellular ultratopo-

graphical level of protoplasm.

Sincerely yours,

Jonathan Wells

November 8, 1958
The Editor,

Journal of the National Academy of

Sciences,

Washington, D. C.

My dear Professor Von Engen:

From the tenor of your last letter

it is quite evident that there has been

a radical change in your originally

sound and inspired ideas, and which

clearly indicates to me that a discus-

sion and exchange of basic concept

would be fruitless. I’m rather hurt

that you question my integrity with

the statement about the "slick, cal-

culating, career-minded cult of Ph.

Deism.” Moreover, I would appre-

ciate, if possible, the return of my
previous correspondence.

I don’t feel that I am totally in-

ept, for I have been awarded a pre-

doctoral fellowship that will support

me during the remainder of gradu-

ate school. In addition, I am being

seriously considered for a faculty

position at an outstanding Eastern

University upon completion of my
thesis. Should you be interested, we

now have an article in press on the

Journal of Cellular Physiology en-

titled: "Nucleic acid synthesis in the

frog liver cell: A definitive study.”

We have found substantial evidence

which demonstrates that there is no

interconversion of the two types of

nucleic acid.

I cannot help but comment about

your recent paper in Scientia—I do

not believe that it is at all possible

to devise computers which can han-

dle the species of data which we ob-

tain. Your data being less complex,

of course, may fit.

Naturally, I have your confidence

in the entire matter.

Yours very truly,

J. Wellington Wells

THE END
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THE

REFERENCE

LIBRARY BY P. SCHUYLER MILLER

THE NEXT TIME
T WOULD take a phe-

nomenal memory or a

phenomenal filing sys-

tem to say how many
times science - fiction

writers have used the theme of an-

other global war. Old-timers may re-

member that the "Buck Rogers” series

got its start in two such stories, in the

old Amazing Stones. Other oldsters

will recall Floyd Gibbons' "Red

Napoleon,” serialized with much to-do

in Liberty, long before Hitler. Closer

to home, there have been L. Ron

Hubbard's memorable "Final Black-

out,” Bob Tucker's "Long Loud Si-

lence” and C. M. Kornbluth’s "Not

This August”—all "inside” science

fiction—and books like Nevil Shute s

"On the Beach” or Philip Wylie's
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polemic on civil defense, "Tomor-

row,” done by "outsiders.”

As 1959 gets under way, three of

the outsiders have done it again, and
there is undoubtedly more to come.

Coincidentally, the three books—two

of them paperbacks—complement each

other very well.

"Red Alert,” by Peter Bryant, (Ace
Books No. D-350; 191 pp. ; 35 cents)

is the most sensational of the three,

since it describes the first few hours of

a war we start. To be more precise,

it is a near-war started by one man, a

general at the Strategic Air Com-
mand’s base in Sonora, Texas. His

physician has given him only a short

time to live; the Air Force is about to

move him to an innocuous desk job in

the Pentagon; and he is a firm believer

in the doctrine that the United States

can win a war with Russia only by
striking first and without warning. So,

when the bombers of his 843rd Wing
reach the points at which they would
ordinarily turn back, they get the

command that sends them on, carrying

their H-bombs to targets in Russia.

The story’ is very well handled, car-

ried along with the parallel stories of

what happens in General Quinten’s

walled-in post, in one of the bombers,

and in the War Room of the

Pentagon, as the crew of the Alabama
Angel try to reach their target, as the

renegade general tries to keep his

bombers going long enough to reach

their targets, and as the President and
the Joint Chiefs of Staff try to find

a way out of the situation. What
solution is found is something the

author alone should have the priv-

ilege of telling you. He has pulled a

sneak attack of his own with his

"Red Alert.”

The other two books tell stories

of what happens to small segments

of the population in the hours

and days after Russia has attacked and

destroyed our larger cities. They are

Richard Foster’s "The Rest Must

Die” (Gold Medal Books No. S-853;

176 pp.; 35 cents) and "Alas, Baby-

lon,” by Pat Frank, author of the

memorable "Mr. Adam” (J. B. Lip-

pincott Co., Philadelphia; 254 pp.;

$3.50). Though neither book carries

the after-impact of those by Hub-

bard, Kombluth and Tucker, both are

well beyond the implausible "good-

little - town / bad - little-town” pam-

phleteering of Wylie’s novel.

Foster’s book is more exciting,

more conventional, and less of a novel

in that its characters never quite come
to life as Frank’s do. He is telling the

story of a group of people trapped in

the subway and concourse network

under the streets of New York, after

atomic bombing has flattened the city

over their heads. His hero, Bob Ran-

dall, is an advertising executive who
happens to have done a public service

campaign that has made him familiar

with underground New York—hence

a natural leader in finding what re-

sources can be discovered there, and

in keeping several thousand survivors

alive in the labyrinth under and

around Penn Station until a way of

escape is found.

This is a "Grand Hotel” situation

made to order, and the author draws
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together men and women of greatly

different types and characters and puts

them through his mill, grinding down
the inflated, building up the meek

but worthy in rather traditional

fashion. The picture of stunned dis-

belief, followed by delayed hysteria

and ugly opportunism, strikes me as

more realistic than the quiet drifting

off of the much-touted "On the

Beach.” And if the pat variety of the

author’s personnel seems implausible,

it must be remembered that this is pre-

cisely what the contents of a New
York subway will be at any moment,

and especially at a rush period: a

varied cross-section of humanity at its

most implausible. If they act meanly

and nobly, viciously and compas-

sionately, with weakness and strength,

this is how people have acted, do act,

and will act under similar circum-

stances.

Even so, Bob Randall and his refu-

gees under shattered New York are

far less real and plausible as people

than the far smaller group of sur-

vivors whom Pat Frank brings to-

gether in semirural central Florida,

after that state's cities and air bases

have been bombed. Their problem is

less immediate: they are not trapped

in the darkness; they have a certain

ability to live off the land and by their

own resources; the radiation problem

is not immediate; and the author has

chosen to spare them most of the

rush of city refugees that might have

made open civil war one of the early

elements of his plot. The situation in

"The Rest Must Die” is a deliberately

artificial one, that must be handled by

rather artificial means. The situation

in "Alas, Babylon” comes closer to

what must happen to people in large

areas of this country in the event of a

nuclear war, even though Foster’s

story is closer to the fate of the great-

est number.

Randy Bragg, hero of the book, is

living lethargically off his income and

his citrus groves, near the small Flor-

ida town of Fort Repose, when a tele-

gram from his brother tells him that

war is imminent and that his sister-

in-law and her children will soon

reach him. He has a little time to

prepare, and no real background for

doing so, before the bombs begin to

fall. Then he and the group of people,

colored and white, who live around

him, fight their way through to sur-

vival in a new pattern—a United

States without cities.

There are interesting contrasts be-

tween the two books. Foster’s em-

phasizes the richness of resources in

the under-city, which makes survival

there possible for weeks. Frank’s on

the other hand, stresses the immediate

breakdown of things we take for

granted — communications, credit,

money, most of the industrially pro-

duced drugs on which we rely. In both

books there is eventually pitched bat-

tle, but in the one case it is a battle

of the lawful and the lawless over a

fixed treasury of resources, while in

the other members of an orderly, rea-

sonably well adjusted community are

cutting lawlessness out of their so-

ciety, not battling it on even terms.

The kind of temporary society im-

posed by force and logic on the refu-
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gees in the New York subways could

never become the pattern of society

for a postwar world, but the people

of "Alas, Babylon” evolve such a so-

ciety as the book progresses, and we
have confidence that it can and will

survive.

In the terms of the discussion of

science fiction as a mode of social

criticism, in "The Science Fiction

Novel”—mentioned here last month
—I doubt that any of these three

books will have any lasting influence

on what we do or do not do to pre-

vent a nuclear war, or to cope with

one if it comes. They do, however,

teach one lesson—both frightening and

reassuring—that may get through if

it is repeated over and over, in every

form. Man is tough; society is brittle.

Some of us can live through a nuclear

war, if we are lucky and resourceful,

but we can never again live in the

same way as in the past.

* * *

If the mails weren’t exhibiting all

the symptoms of a crumbling institu-

tion, I might have had another an-

nouncement of a new and useful, fan

bibliography to mention last month.

This is "A Checklist of Science Fic-

tion Anthologies,” to be published

some time this year by Walco Publi-

cations of 307 Newkirk Avenue,

Brooklyn 30, New York. Walco is

W. R. Cole, whose index will list

over one hundred anthologies pub-

lished up to the end of 1958, with

their contents—some three thousand

stories — cross-indexed by title and
author. It will probably be offset-

printed or mimeographed, with plastic

spiral binding. Order it now, and you

can get it for $2.50—or only $2.00 if

you pay with your order. Wait until

after publication, and the price will be

$4.00. This should be one of the most

useful of indexes, which tries to give

not only the contents of the antholo-

gies, but the original magazine source

of each story. It’s a book I’ve wanted

for a long time.

I don’t know whether it is too late,

by the time you see this, for you to get

Perri Press’s "Index to the Science-

Fiction Magazines: 1951-1957” for

the pre-publication price of $6.50

—

and Don Day’s original "Index . . .

1926-1950” for the same price.

Both books go to $8.50 on publication

of the continuation, which has been

compiled by that walking encyclopedia

of science fiction, Norman Metcalf,

who is now disseminating his post-

cards crammed with bibliographical

gems from Lowry Air Force Base in

Colorado. If anyone can answer the

question I raised at the beginning of

this column, about the number of

future war stories. Norm Metcalf is

it. Perri Press takes orders at Box

5007, Portland 13, Oregon.

* * *

An Advent: Publishers ad in the

second "Detention,” progress report

of the Detroit Science Fiction Con-

vention, says that "In Search of Won-

der,” by damon knight and the 9th

"Best Science Fiction Stories and

Novels,” edited by T. E. Dikty, are

both sold out! Good going — en-

couraging going.
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As for the Detention, I guess

there’s still time for you to get your

$2.00 to the convention treasurer,

James Broderick, at 12011 Kilbourne

Street, Detroit 13, Michigan, and to

be at the Pick-Fort Shelby Hotel over

the Labor Day week-end. You should

get your announcements from the

committee, for your $2.00 member-
ship, but I’ll risk reporting that Isaac

Asimov is the banquet toastmaster,

and Poul Anderson the Guest of

Honor.

As for I960, although I wince at

the. thought of the work involved in

putting over a good convention,

what’s wrong with Pittsburgh? We’re
the closest of the contending cities, to

a large part of the country—and I

won’t have to leave home at all, except

for eighty to ninety-six consecutive

hours before, during and after the

arrival of you-all. Might even get a lit-

tle sleep some time . . .

It will all be settled in Detroit. See

you there and voting.

The Monster from Earth’s End,
by Murray Leinster. Gold Medal
Books No. S-832. 1959. 176 pp.

35 $

Here is one of Murray Leinster’s

typically competent SF-action yarns,

a long way from the best he can do
but also far from his worst. The big

surprise isn’t very surprising to any-

one seasoned in science-fiction plots

—or even in current monster movies
—but the detail is nicely done, and
the story moves along with profes-
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sional smoothness and some sus-

pense.

Gow Island, on the fringes of the

Antarctic, is an advance supply base

for exploring teams in Antarctica. A
plane laden with scientists and speci-

mens from a newly discovered hot-

springs area is coming in for refuel-

ing, when the radio reports a wild

clamor aboard. The ship lands

—

empty—and its pilot blows his brains

out. Now the force on the island

must solve the mystery—and prompt-

ly find that they have one of their

own, as men and dogs vanish into

thin air.

It’s really no secret that something

from Antarctica has gotten loose on

the plane, and is now loose on the

island. But the battle with the invis-

ible enemies is very nicely handled,

and the final siege has its suspense.

This could make a good Grade B

movie if they follow the author s

script.

The Blue Atom, by Robert Moore

Williams.

The Void Beyond, by Robert

Moore Williams. Ace Books, No.

D-322. 1958. 124 + 130 pp. 35tf

I rather like Ace’s gimmick in

this Double Book, of giving us an

author’s novel and a collection of his

short stories, under the same covers.

However, there are other writers with

whom the combination would be

happier.

The novel, "The Blue Atom, ’ is

the better half of the book, although
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it is a rather routine wonder-adven-

ture-action yarn. Survivors of a past

Great Race, waking from suspended

animation some time in our future,

use their magical science to rebuild

an empire among the stars—or,

rather, one of them does, while an-

other opposes him. And the "Wild

Bunch,” the vigilantes of space

bossed by ruthless Jarr Rahmer, are

first puzzled, then annoyed, and fi-

nally stirred to enraged action by the

results of this meddling with their

own "empire.” It’s fun to read, but

not likely to be remembered long.

Of the six short stories and nov-

elettes, dating back as far as 1947,

my own choice is the second, "Ref-

uge for Tonight,” in which a rug-

ged set of survivors of a war that

has overwhelmed America are look-

ing for a push-button weapon that

is not what they expect. The title

story, "The Void Beyond,” is badly

dated by an assumption that we now
know is wrong—that men, literally,

can’t stomach weightless flight, and

that women are so physiologically

different that they can never enter

space. Of course, one woman breaks

through the barrier . . .

The other three are on this same

take-’em-or-leave-’em level. "The
Challenge” is a paradoxical-puzzle

yarn that I rank second to "Refuge”:

the people of a strange planet have

a machine that will predict the fu-

ture by sheer logic—only it doesn’t.

"The Weapon” is another of the

stories in which Mankind throws out

the alien conquerors with one unsus-

pected super-weapon. "The Stubborn
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Men” is a pretty trite little short-

short about the heroics of experi-

menters, and "The Final Frontier”

as a rather plodding sfep towards

Bradbury’s mystic Martians.

I still like the long-plus-shorts

formula. Hope Ace does it again,

with some other writers of a little

more originality and craftsmanship.

First on the Moon, by Jeff Sutton.

Ace Books No. D-327. 1958. 192

pp. 35(1

This is a competent first SF-book

by a Convair engineer, which some-

how just misses being superior. The

reason for the miss I can’t diagnose,

but somehow there is no real feeling

that the characters are on the Moon
rather than out in the California des-

ert. Maybe the underplaying is too

far underplayed.

The plot is a standard melodrama:

Russia and the United States are rac-

ing for the Moon, with open inten-

tions of establishing a territorial

claim in the United Nations and—

-

by inference, at least—keeping the

rest of the world out of Space, ex-

cept on the winner’s terms. Adam
Crag is the last surviving trainee for

command of the first American

rocket: Red agents have killed all

the rest, and pick up his own double

just before take-off. A Soviet missile

picks off the supply-drone that is

accompanying the manned rocket,

and a rocket manned with armed

"pioneers” crashes shortly after their

own landing—with one survivor.
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Meanwhile, Crag has learned that

one of his crew is a Red agent.

Under these conditions, it is

Crag’s job to make his landing, estab-

lish a base, and hold it until an

atomic rocket is finished and able to

bring a U.N. inspection team to

evaluate the American and Russian

claims. There is the expected sabo-

tage, plus out-and-out sniping war-

fare with the crew of a second Red
ship that has bombed the American

camp before landing. Yet, as I have

said, the Moon is never quite real,

and the hunt for the Soviet agent in

the crew seems to be left convenient-

ly to work itself out. by a "last-man”

formula, rather than handled posi-

tively by Crag.

Even so, this is a very well han-

dled yarn that introduces an author

who should be able to do outstand-

ingly better, once he has had a little

more practice.

The Secret of ZI, by Kenneth Bul-

mer.

Beyond the Vanishing Point, by

Ray Cummings. Ace Books, No.

D-331. 1958. 161 + 95 pp. 35tf

The longer and better half of this

Ace Double is by 1955’s TAFF
(Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund) delegate

from England to the Cleveland con-

vention; the shorter half is one of

Ray Cummings’ few contributions to

this magazine, where it appeared as

a novelette in March, 1931.

Kenneth Bulmer’s yarn is another

of the long series by everybody in
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the business, describing the efforts

of an Earth underground to throw

off the yoke of the invaders from

the stars. But it’s better and more

calmly done than is usual these days,

the plotting and counter-plotting is

almost reasonable, and the secret of

ZI is well kept and real when it is

at last revealed. Meanwhile, intelli-

gence agent Rupert Clinton has a

really tough time to keep alive, what

with the Alishang, their Wasp po-

lice, and his own people all after

him.

The Cummings story is one of his

many, many variants on the theme

he first used in "The Girl in the

Golden Atom”—adding the size-

changing drug to an idea by Fitz-

James O’Brien. The "atom”—which

is no atom at all, at least this time,

but some kind of micro-world inside

a gob of gold—is under the dom-

ination of a wicked, crippled scien-

tist, who kidnaps one of Cummings’

usual pair of heroines and her father,

the discoverer of the wonder drug.

The girl’s brother, a stupidly impa-

tient type who gets the secondary-

heroine, and her boy friend go to

the rescue . . . the drug "gets away”

and produces giant flies and bacteria

big enough to stomp on . . . and

there is bloodshed all ’round the

room for a sequel.

This particular line of attack of

Cummings’ was and is scientific non-

sense, of course, but he was very deft

at describing and suggesting the

weird effects of growing small or

large, and this version has less of the

author’s sometimes annoying, some-
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times effective chopped-sentence

style. Hollywood does worse evety

week.

A Scent of New-Mown Hay, by

John Blackburn. M. S. Mill Co.,

New York. 1958. 224 pp. $3.50.

Here is a "save the world" novel

—

a first—by a new English writer who
handles his suspense like a veteran

but leaves a little too much to coin-

cidence.

The theme is an odd hybrid of Ray

Bradbury’s "Fever Dream" and John
Christopher’s "No Blade of Grass.”

The story opens with British Intelli-

gence agents reporting that Russia is

evacuating and isolating a tre-

mendous area along the White Sea,

presumably to prepare for the landing

of a satellite station. Then an English

merchant ship is run down by a Soviet

warship. And then a bristling session

of the U. N. collapses into a secret

plea from the Russians for help in

destroying a horrible fungus blight

that has appeared out of nowhere

—

a mutant that is carried by men but

converts women into horrible, death-

less, all-consuming vegetable mon-

strosities whose spores, wind-borne,

may wipe mankind off the Earth.

The rest of the story is the clever

but inconsistent handling of the many
clues through which Biologist Tony
Heath, Intelligence head Kirk, and

their co-workers trace the origin of

the fungus to a fanatic Nazi biologist,

Rosa Steinberg, whose discoveries

had come too late to win for

THE REFERENCE LIBRARY

Hitler and who disappeared in

the fall of Germany. It should be

fairly evident to a seasoned reader just

who and where Steinberg is, but the

working out of the problem is tensely

and plausibly enough handled so that-

you are carried along by tbe story,

with new plot-lines taken up and new
developments tossed in at the crucial

points.

As a thriller, then, the book is a

good one; however, Mr. Blackburn

hasn’t taken enough pains with his

science-fictive elements. He doesn’t

try to justify the sexual selection of

the mutant fungus—though he might

have done so on a basis of hormone

chemistry—but is content to use the

gimmick as a horror element. He uses

pure double-talk about discovering

what radiations were used to produce

the mutation, so that "counter-radia-

tions" can be produced to un-mutate

the stuff. And coincidence runs amok

—from the moment Tony’s wife re-

members Rosa Steinberg’s name in a

dream until she meets a jolly gossip

on the train.

If John Blackburn uses SF themes

again, let’s hope someone talks him

into a little more professional

handling.

Day of the Giants, by Lester del

Rey. Avalon Books, N. Y. 1959.

224 pp. $2.75.

This is Lester del Rey making like

Poul Anderson making like de Camp
and Pratt, without the whimsey. The

original version was called "When the
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World Tottered” and ran as a one-

shot in Fantastic Adventures in De-

cember, 1950—so Day’s "Index” tells

me—and you’re quite free to call it

open fantasy, except that the author

pretends that the Norse gods, dwarfs,

frost-giants, and all the rest are real

and alive in some other-dimensional

continuum, and making another play

for control of Midgard—the Earth.

Leif Svenson is the serious mem-
ber of the Svenson clan; his twin, Lee,

is the adventurer. And when it seems

that Earth is going to be deep-frozen

by a repetition of 1816
—

"eighteen

hundred and froze-to-death”—or the

Fimbulwinter of mythology, Lee

shows up with some odd companions,

and precipitates a battle which ends

in the brothers’ being carried off to

Asgard. Seems that Odin, Thor, et al

want some modern heroes to help

them in the coming struggle against

the frost giants—a postponed Rag-

narok. They’re all for brawn—name-

ly Lee—while fox-faced Loki is back-

ing brain, otherwise Leif. Both

brothers find plenty to do—there is

bloodshed, treachery, seeming magic

that is neatly explained away. But

this isn’t del Rey’s best vein.

BACK IN PRINT
EARTH IS ROOM ENOUGH, by

Isaac Asimov. Bantam Books No.

A-1978. 166 pp. 35 cents

Seventeen choice items of Asimo-

vean science fiction, fantasy, and

verse, from just about every-

where.

THE DOOR INTO SUMMER, by

Robert A. Heinlein. Signet Books

No. S-1639. 159 pp. 35 cents

Can you pass up any Heinlein

book? In this one, he’s ex-

ploring various means of time

travel. There’s a wonderful cat in

it, too.

THE MAN WHO SOLD THE
MOON, by Robert A. Heinlein.

Signet Books No. S-1644. 159 pp.

35 cents

This re-reprint has four of the six

stories in the original edition. "Life-

line” and "Blowups Happen” have

been omitted, as has John Campbell's

introduction. It includes the great

title story, one of Heinlein’s

best, which was an original in the

book.

WASP, by Eric Frank Russell. Perma

Books No. M-4120. 190 pp. 35

cents

James Mowry was the "wasp” sent

to harass the enemy in an inter-

planetary war. Very good, but I think

this same author could have made it

much better.

THE END
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BRASS

TACKS

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Please accept my congratulations

for the splendid story, "Despoilers of

the Golden Empire.” I found it to be

all that you promised. As to the ex-

planatory letter, however, ''Methinks

he doth protest too much.”—Norman
H. Smith, 242 Van Molan, Houston

(22) Texas.

David Gordon is no lady; the quota-

tion doth not fit.

My dear Mr. Campbell:

I have read with interest your edi-

torial "We Must Study Psi” in

Astounding Science Fiction for Janu-

ary. But there is one statement in it

that I should like to question, or

rather, to suggest an alternative ex-

planation for. On the last page of

the magazine you say "Known psi

phenomena violate . . . the inverse-

square law, the distance-law, and

every other basic law of Science and
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Logic.” I have read a similar state-

ment attributed to the scientist who is

in charge of the psi phenomena ex-

periments at General Electric.

Could not the apparent anomoly of

the fact that psi phenomena seem to

work regardless of distance be ex-

plained if one postulates a hydraulic

analogy? Force applied to a non-com-

pressible fluid transmits itself instant-

ly to other parts of that fluid. If one

assumes that the space between all

things is filled with some equivalent

of the fluid by which power is applied

to hydraulic brakes, then the equal

effectiveness of psi operations at near

and far distances becomes explainable

by known laws. Of course, it raises

an equally difficult question of what

that fluid-substance could be—perhaps

it is that "God is always about in

the Quad.”—Mary B. Willis, 395

Palm Avenue, Lakeside, California.

Then we would indeed be transmit-

ting messages through the highest

channels!

Dear John:

At this time, I want to register a

solid vote of approval of Asimov’s

article entitled "Our Lonely Planet,”

which appeared in the November
1958 issue. It’s the best science-type

article that I’ve seen in your maga-

zine in many, many years.

Also, I wish to commend "The
Reference Library,” by P. Schuyler

Miller, as it appears in every issue.

Miller’s column is more interesting

than the fiction in some issues, and I
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frequently read his book reviews be-

fore I read anything else in the mag-

azine. His writing style is lucid and

effective with a deft, light touch. It

adds a great deal to your magazine.

—George H. Baskin, 1321 East 44th

St. North, Kansas City 16, Missouri.

We liked them too, of course!

Dear Mr. Campbell:

In the February issue of ASF, you

published a very interesting letter by

a Mr. David Dressier. Mr. Dressier

reported the results of an interesting

experiment on the Hieronymus Ma-

chine. Although his results are in-

teresting, I disagree strongly with

two of his conclusions.

Firstly, his results can be quite

adequately accounted for on the

basis of suggestion. In fact, the sug-

gestion is built into his instructions.

The subject is instructed to place his

hand on the sensor plate and report

whenever he feels anything. Then

the experimenter manipulates the

prism. A suggestible subject will pick

up these two cues and respond to

them by feeling something. Because

his—or her—hand is on a machine

which must be run by electricity—at

least, no other source of power is

visible—the subject will report a

tingling—mild shock—or vibration.

(All machines vibrate, don’t they?)

An interesting experiment for your

readers to try is the following: Put

your hand on a table with the elbow

supported, look at your hand, and see

if you don’t pick up sensations of
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various sorts which you weren’t pre-

viously aware of. It is sensations like

these which Mr. Dressler’s subjects

may have been reporting.

As to the consistency of the dial

settings when the reports of feeling

something; well, I’ll lay you stand-

ard odds of dollars-to-doughnuts

that after each report Mr. Dressier

said, "O.K.,” or, "Fine,” or some
other apparently innocuous remark.

If he did, he conditioned his sub-

jects’ reports to the discriminative

stimulus of the position of the

dial

!

On these bases, I would predict

entirely chance results if the subject

could not see the prism and if the

experimenter said nothing during the

experiment.

Secondly, I disagree with his con-

clusion that these results are signifi-

cantly different than chance. If

suggestion did enter into his proce-

dure, then he doesn’t know exactly

what the probability of getting a

false report is. With the data he sup-

plied, it may be calculated that 19.0

false reports per hundred subjects is

enough to account for his results on

the basis of chance. Less false reports

than this, and his results are signifi-

cant at less than the .05 point. But
without knowing the number of false

reports—i.e., reports of feeling

something when there is nothing in

front of the prism—no conclusions

as to the significance _of these data

can be reached.

There is a third matter in which I

disagree with Mr. Dressier. This is

in regard to his interpretation of the

deflection of the needle of a sensitive

ohm-meter attached to the subject’s

skin. Without the accessory appara-

tus of blood pressure, pulse rate, and
respiration rate detectors, this deflec-

tion could also be interpreted as: 1)
his subjects are lying (ohm-meters

are the basic component of lie de-

tectors)
; 2) the subject suddenly de-

cided to say something; 3) the

subject suddenly said something; or

4) the subject changed his position

slightly. You see, the GSR

—

galvanic

skin response—is damnably sensitive

to any change in the human being’s

"activity level.”

Despite these disagreements with

Mr. Dressier, I must admit that he

is the first to make any sort of an

attempt to apply scientific methods

rigorously to the study of psionic

machines. It must also be pointed

out that his conclusions may be per-

fectly valid. However, to determine

whether or not his conclusions are

warranted, the following experimen-

tal controls should be incorporated

into future research designs:

1) The subject must not be able

to see the experimenter manipulate

the prism and he should not be able

to see whether or not there is any-

thing in front of the prism.

2) Fifty per cent of the trials for

any given subject should be given

when there is nothing in front of

the prism; the order of the true and

the fake trials should be random-

ized.

3) The experimenter should not

make any comments after the reports

have been given unless the subject
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knows that these comments do not

reflect upon the accuracy of his re-

ports.

4) The starting position of the dial

should be varied at random from

trial to trial.

5) Adequate statistical analysis of

the data must be performed before

reaching any conclusions.

Controls iy and 2) are specifi-

cally designed at eliminating the

influence of suggestion—data obtain-

ed from suggestible rather than sen-

sitive subjects will be random rather

than ordered. Controls 3) and 4)
are specifically designed to prevent

the conditioning of the subject

—

conditioned responses will also be

random rather than ordered. Control

5) is to allow the experimenter to

draw more valid inferences.

However, an experiment such as

this would seem to take us farther

away from the investigation of the

purpose of the Hieronymus Machine

which is, as I understand it, to re-

spond differentially to the various

elements, thus allowing samples to

be analyzed qualitatively. To per-

form such an experiment control 2)

would be dropped and the following

control would be substituted: Con-

trol 2 a) several samples—3 or more
—of pure elements are to serve as

"stimuli”; the order of presentation

of these "stimuli" must be complete-

ly random. If the machine actually

can perform a qualitative analysis,

then the dial settings would be

unique for each element, but not

necessarily the same for each subject.

If anyone is interested in doing
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either of these two experiments, I

will be glad to perform the statistical

analysis. Furthermore, if the results

are significant, I will colaborate with

the experimenter in writing up the

experiment and will submit it to Dr.

Rhine’s "Journal of Parapsychology”

for publication. However, anyone in-

terested in either project should write

to me first so that I can be sure that

the proper experimental controls are

incorporated into the experimental

design.—John B. Long, 1105 S.

Limestone, Lexington 36, Kentucky.

You may predict . . . but you’re pre-

diction is wrong, my jriend! In

tests I’ve made myself, a series of

individuals have gone, alone with-

out cross-checking, into the room

where the machine was, used it,

and written their results on slips

of paper. Each was trying the de-

vice for the first time. No prac-

ticed experimenter accompanied

them. None had any information

on what points had been noted by

others. Tabulation of results show-

ed consistent detection of certain

points.

It is not proper to include no-

sensation reports, or random-reac-

tion reports. Blind men will give

no-sensation reports concerning the

appearance of Mars. Most men
observing Mars give random-re-

action reports. The thing that is

of importance is that a number of

astronomers, working independ-

ently, at different times, have

drawn maps of Mars that show

high correlation. That is, those
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few observers with exceptionally

keen eyesight do observe some-
thing and cross-check each other,

although people having perfectly

good, normal vision cannot see

anything consistently. And note,

too, that no satisfactory photo-

graphs of Mars have yet been ob-

tained; mechanical devices do not

yet have the level of sensitivity

and resolving power required.

Statistical analysis is an inap-

propriate tool for this study. A
statistical sampling technique ap-

plied to an ordinary AC power
line—taking instantaneous voltage

readings—would yield the ansiver,
' There is a random fluctuation be-

tween limits, but the statistical

norm is zero.”

Many times a pattern is com-
pletely lost when statistical meth-
ods are applied. A photometer, for
example, uses an integrating de-

l 'ice—opal glass, commonly—and
reports the statistically averaged
norm of the light-level. The re-

sults, when such automatic expo-

sure devices are used in printing

photographic negatives, can be re-

markably inappropriate. Applied
to a night'picture of the pattern

of city lights, it yields a gray, fog-
gy-looking, meaningless print. Ap-
plied to a picture of a blond girl

in a white bathing suit, against a

white sand beach, the results

are almost equally meanging-
less.

Statistics, like any other power-

ful tool, can be destructive or con-

structive, depending on the ap-

propriateness with which it is

applied.

It’s inappropriate in this area.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

The amount of chatter you receive

concerning psionics, esp, Hieronymus
machines, et cetera, prompted me to

add some fuel to the fire. I have no-

ticed that a rather complete study

—

at any rate, a rather long and diversi-

fied study—of psi phenomena has

not been used as a reference by your

correspondents. I recommend that

persons interested in this field take a

crack at

"Psychical Physics,” S. W. Tromp,

Elsevier Publishing Company, New
York, 1949.

I obtained a copy from the Gen-

eral Electric library at Schenectady

but did not have time to read it par-

ticularly closely. From an overall

scanning however, I can say that

Tromp covers a large number of ap-

proaches to explanation of psionics.

In general, he is selling a sort of

resonance or sensitivity of some in-

dividuals to external stimuli, primar-

ily EM fields. Quite a few

experiments and observations are re-

corded, and in order not to miss

anything such phenomena as electro-

phoresis, photosensitivity of organ-

isms, et cetera, are also covered.

Question: Has anyone come up

with a psionic gadget that works re-

motely—not in physical contact with

a human, I mean? A control system

with something like an amplified
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brain wave input would be very use-

ful in environments where physical

reaction lag makes button pushing

too slow, or—as in high g—impos-

sible.

Your April editorial inspires one

additional thought: One of the basic

tenets of the "scientific method,”

whether applied to engineering or

research, is "It ain’t necessarily so.”

Sometimes we tend to forget the

corollary, "It ain’t necessarily not so,

either.”—R. B. Wilkerson, 232

Meadowbrook, Bloomington, Illi-

nois.

I’ve looked at "Psychical Physics,"

too. I don’t believe it. No really

new class of phenomena ever starts

off with a theoretical structure that

esoteric! They may wind up there

—but they start with Newtonian
simplicity. Einstein comes a couple

centuries later.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

Bravo for your editorial concern-

ing psi in the April issue of Astound-

ing.

I have just recently become inter-

ested in the field of psionics—in fact,

it all started when I picked up an

interesting-looking book at the li-

brary. It turned out that this book

was on the subject of "Parapsychol-

ogy” and was written by J. B. Rhine

and J. G. Pratt. I found that once I

started reading the book I just

couldn’t seem to put it down. Never

had I realized that there was so much
evidence being compiled on what I
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had heard of only as "the uncanny.”

In fact, I found this subject so in-

teresting that I used it as a topic for

a speech in both the Science Club

and the public speaking class at my
high school.

It is because of my speeches that

I was particularly interested in your

editorial, for I, too, found an over-

all feeling that "psionics shall not

pass !” especially from the members

and advisors of the Science Club.

When the Science Club meeting had

ended, a couple of the students ask-

ed me where I obtained my informa-

tion, but for the most part, the

general feeling was just a passing

interest, being as how most of the

audience had never heard much about

psionics except for snatches of in-

formation from here and there.

But what really astounded me was

the fact that most of the more in-

telligent students refused to accept

any of the evidence which I pro-

duced; I even threw in a few of my
own personal experiences concerning

psi. They just scoffed and proceeded

to tease me about it for days after-

wards. Even my physics teacher came

up to me the next day and said, "You

realize, don’t you, that I don’t believe

in any of that kind of thing? And

you don’t really see any sense in it

either, do you?”

When I told him that I did be-

lieve that psionic powers existed, he

just gave me a hopeless look and

walked off.

But the more that people seem to

doubt me and be afraid to accept my
ideas, the more I am determined to
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get them to open up their minds to

these new-found concepts. Do I

struggle in vain?—Jean Buntin, 510

Castro Lane, Bakersfield, California.

Not in vain—just up-stream! It is

much easier, of course, if you turn

and follow the fish downstream.

Dear Mr. Campbell:

I have been reading Astounding

since the magazine was founded.

April, 1959 issue really astounded me
. . . for the first time.

I refer to Brass Tacks on page 157

and your statement concerning the

incubi and succubi among our fel-

low citizens. I agree with you one

hundred per cent but you are about

the last person in the entire world

I would have expected to even know
such things existed.

WHAT in the world have you

been reading? Or doing? I feel as if

I had just read that "New York’s

Finest” had just been issued new

ammunition for their police positives

. . . with silver bullets! Or as if

someone had called for a summit

conference to agree on a new balance

for witchcraft and sorcery.

As if an innocent new-born babe

looked me square in the eye and

said: "DAMN!”—George A. Fos-

ter, P.O. Box 330, Norwood, Massa-

chusetts.

Tsk! Tsk ! Did you forget 1 edited

Unknown Worlds?

Dear Mr. Campbell:

The cover of your March issue

seems to contain one grand and glor-

ious boo boo!

On the "Movies Tonight” notice,

EMSH spells it TUSCON. The west-

ern community where things happen

in the horse operas is, was, and prob-

ably always will be, spelled TUC-
SON.

This name is apparently derived

from the Papago term tjuk (black

hill) son (at the foot of).

Early accounts of this now-respect-

able community describe it as "the

headquarters of vice, dissipation, and

crime. There was neither govern-

ment, law, nor military protection.

The garrison at Tucson confined it-

self to its legitimate business of get-

ting drunk or doing nothing.”

—

Ronald L. Ives, 2075 Harvard Street,

Palo Alto, California.

Did you notice the "14:30 p. m.”?

Those birds are so far away from

Earth and Arizona that none of

them even knows what that town

is or was—it’s just a vague sym-

bol! The misspelling was intended.

THE END
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(Continued, from page 7)

horizontally—i. e., different-but-equal,

also exists. A woman may be equal to

a man, but she’s not the same as a

man.

This, also, makes for complications

when trying to decide "what is a

human being"; there have been many
cultures in history that definitely held

that women weren’t human.

I have a slight suspicion that the

basic difficulty is that we can’t get any-

thing even approximating a workable

concept of Justice so long as we con-

sider equality a necessary, inherent

part of it. The Law of Gravity applies

equally to all bodies in the Universe

—

but that doesn’t mean that the force

of gravity is the same for all ! Gravity

—the universal law—is the same on

Mars and a white dwarf star as it is on

Earth. That doesn’t mean that the

force of gravity is the same.

But it takes considerable genius to

come up with a Universal Law of

Gravity for sheer, inanimate mass.

What it takes to discover the equivalent

for intelligent entities . . . the human
race hasn’t achieved as yet! Not even

once has an individual reached that

level!

This makes defining "human" a

somewhat explosive subject.

Now the essence of humanity most

commonly discussed by philosophers

has been Man, the Rational Animal.

The ability to think logically; to have

ideas, and be conscious of having

those ideas. The implied intent in "de-

fining humanness” is to define the

unique, highest-level attribute that sets

man apart from all other entities.
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That "rational animal” gimmick

worked pretty well for a long time;

the development of electronic com-

puters, and the clear implication of

robots calls it into question. That,

plus the fact that psychololagical ex-

periments have shown that logical

thought isn’t quite so unique-to-Man

as philosophers thought.

The thing that is unique to human

beings is something the philosophers

have sputtered at, rejected, damned,

and loudly forsworn throughout his-

tory. Man is the only known entity

that laughs, weeps, grieves, and

yearns. There’s been considerable ef-

fort made to prove that those are the

result of simple biochemical changes

of endocrine balance. That is, that you

feel angry because there is adrenaline

in the bloodstream, released from the

suprarenal glands. Yes, and the horse

moves because the cart keeps pushing

him. Why did the gland start secreting

that extra charge of adrenaline ?

The essence of our actual definition

of humanness is ”1 am human; any en-

tity that feels as I feel is human also.

But any entity that merely thinks, and

feels differently is not human.”

The "inhuman scientist” is so called

because he doesn’t appear to feel as

the speaker does. While we were dis-

cussing possible theological ramifica-

tions of the humanness question, we

might have included the zombie. Why
isn’t a zombie "human” any longer?

Because he has become the logical

philosopher’s ideal; a purely rational,

non-emotional entity.

Why aren’t Tregonsee, the Rigel-

lian, and Worsel, the Velantian, to
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ally perfect. Civilian equivalent value
about $70. Fires standard U. S. .38

S&W ammo. AMMO: 50 rds., $3.50.

ORDER ON FREE TRIAL l 10-day
money back guar. Send check, cash or

M. O." $5 deposit for C. O. D. Shipped
F. O. B. Los Angeles. In Calif, only
order through your gun dealer. Deal-
ers inquire.

WEAPONS, INC.
11029 Washington Blvd.
Culver City 96, Calif.

be compared with animals and/or

robots ?

Because, as defined in E. E. Smith’s

stories, they feel as we do.

Now it’s long since been observed

that an individual will find his logical

thinking subtly biased in the direction

of his emotional feelings. His actions

will be controlled not by his logic and

reason, but in the end, by his emotional

pulls. If a man is my loyal friend

—

i.e., if he feels favorable-to-me—then

whatever powers of physical force or

mental brilliance he may have are no

menace to me, but are a menace to my
enemies. If he feels about things as I

do, I need not concern myself with

how he thinks about them, or what he

does. He is "human”—my kind of

human.

But ... if he can choose his feel-

ings, if his emotions are subject to

his conscious, judicious, volitional

choice . . . ? What then? If his emo-

tional basis are not as rigidly unalter-

able as his bones? If he can exercise

judgment and vary his feelings, can I

trust him to remain "human”?

Could an entity who felt differently

about things—whose emotions were

different—be "human” ?

That question may be somewhat im-

portant to us. Someone, sooner or lat-

er, is going to meet an alien, a really

alien alien, not just a member of

Homo sapiens from a divergent breed

and culture.

Now it’s true that all things are

relative. Einstein proved the rela-

tivity of even the purely physical level

of reality. But be it noted that Einstein

proved that Law of Relativity; things

aren’t "purely relative” in the sense

that’s usually used
—

”1 can take any

system of relationships I choose
!”

There are laws of relativity.

The emotional biases a culture in-

duces in its citizens vary widely. Mores

is a matter of cultural relativity.

That doesn’t mean that ethics is;

there are laws of relativity, and it’s

not true that any arbitrary system of

relationships is just as good as any

other.

Can we humans-who-define-human-

ness-in-emotional-terms—despite what

we theoretically say !—meet an equally

wise • race with different emotions

—

and know them for fellow humans ?

A man who thinks differently we can
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tolerate and understand, but our his-

tory shows we don’t know how to

understand a man who feels differ-

ently.

The most frightening thing about a

man who feels differently in this; his

feelings might be contagious. We
might learn to feel his way—and then,

of course, we wouldn’t be human any

more.

The wiser and sounder his different

feelings are, the greater the awful dan-

ger of learning to feel that way. And
that would make us inhuman, of

course.

How do you suppose an Athenian

Greek of Pericles time would have felt

if threatened with a change of feelings

such that he would not feel disturbed

if someone denied the reality of the

Gods, or suggested that the Latins had

a sounder culture ? Why—only a non-

human barbarian could feel that way!

The interesting thing is that the im-

plication of "inhuman” is invariably

sub-human.

I suspect one of the most repug-

nant aspects of Darwin’s concept of

evolution was—not that we descended

from monkeys—but its implication

that something was apt to descend

from us! Something that wasn’t

human . . . and wasn’t sub-human.

The only perfect correlation is

auto-correlation; "I am exactly what I

am.” Any difference whatever makes

the correlation less perfect.

Then if what I feel is human—any-

thing different is less perfectly corre-

lated with humanness. Hence any en-

tity not identical is more or less sub-

human; there can’t possibly be some-

thing more like me than I am.

Anybody want to try for a work-

able definition of "human”? One
warning before you get started too

openly; logical discussion doesn't lead

to violence—until it enters the area

of emotion.

As of now, we’d have to tell that

robot "A human being is an entity

having an emotional structure, as well

as a physical and mental structure.

Never mind what kind of emotional

structure—good, indifferent, or in-

sane. It’s the fact of its existence that

distinguishes the human.”

Of course, that does lead to the

problem of giving the robot emotion-

perceptors so he can detect the exist-

ence of an emotion-structure.

And that, of course, gets almost as

tough as the problem of distinguishing

a masquerading demon from a man.

You know . . . maj'be they are the

same problem ?

"It’s always puzzled me that in the

old days they detected so many

demons, and so few angels, too. It

always looked as though the Legions

of Hell greatly outnumbered the Host

of Heaven, or else were far more dili-

gent on Earth.

But then . . . the subhuman is so

much more acceptable than the super-

human. The Editor.
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HELP US KEEP THE
THINGS WORTH KEEPING

Photograph by Harold Halma'

A boy keeps days like these all his

life. Some day he’ll trundle his own
sons in a barrow too—remembering
the jolly, peaceful man-to-man times
spent with his father.

So many precious things like this

depend on peace. And peace de-

pends upon so many things. For
instance: peace costs money.

Money for strength to keep the

peace. Money for science and educa-
tion to help make peace lasting. And
money saved by individuals to keep
our economy sound.
Every U. S. Savings Bond you

buy helps provide money for our
country’s Peace Power—the power
that helps us keep the things worth
keeping.
Are you buying as many Bonds as

you might?

HELP STRENGTHEN AMERICA’S PEACE POWER
BUY U. S. SAVINGS BONDS

The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertising. The Treasury Department thanks
The Advertising Council and this magazine for their patriotic donation.



... SEE THE STARS, MOON, PLANETS CLOSE UP
3" Astronomical Reflecting Telescope

Assembled and ready la usel 60- to 160-Power
An Unusual Buy — Famous Mt. Palomar Type

Assembled -Ready to use! You'll see the Rings of Saturn,
the fascinating planet Mars, huge craters on die Muon. Star
Clusters. Moons of .lupitrr in detail. Galaxies! Kfinalr.rial

mount with lock on both axes. Aluminized and overcoat ed
3" diameter high-speed f/10 mirror. Telescope comes 01111 in

-

ped with a GiJX e>epieee and a mounted Harlow [.i ns. giv-

DunxnrDADUCDCi In* -vou 00 ' tn I GD- power. An Optical Finder To Iesc.pc.
pnuiUbKflf'ntH!). always so essential is also Included. Sturdy, hardwood

Adapt your camera to
I)(irta i )le tripod. Yalualilo STAR CHART and 27-J-page

I ns Sc-n|H‘ fur csrHlcnt
| an ,|| jlK ,k „f |

l

Pa , ons.

-

Telephoto shots and fas-

cinating photos of moon! Stock No. 85,050-A $29.95 Postpaid

j

GIANT MAGNETS!
f

' * \ ]
TERRIFIC BARGAINS!

'

j

J
,

War surplus — Alnico V type!
Ujl 1 Lgfj Horseshoe shape. Tremendous
trfcr" lifting power, '.-lb. size. Dimen-

; sions: A—3!4": B- 2%"
; C—

4 Ildfi" ; D- 1!4"
; E— 1

‘4
" ; F—

2V\ Strength is about 2,000 Gauss. Will lift

over 12") lbs.

Stock No. 70,183-A SO. 50 Postpaid

l.Vb-lb size. Approximately 5,000 0,000 Gauss
rating. Will lift over 250 lbs.

Stock No. 85,088-A S22.50 F. O .B.

Shipping wt. 22 lbs. Barrington, N. J.

a D-STIX VIZUALIZE IDEAS
/l\ For Science Fans, Hobbyists

. .

Visualize your ideas. Crystallize

/ (W7Trwl\ your plai s. I’nirpie new D-STIX
IAX fTXX I \ are ideal for ‘M-dimcnsional thi.ik-

/ \ ing.” Ku.imelod phis tie slicks and# “easv-un" ruhber joints lit in-ellur

fjjsi - help you w irl; mil molecular
\i-' v| rucl hits, gi-oiunrie figures, si rue -

lural member.', shapes, models <* all kinds. Ideal n r

interesting children in developing shares, structures,

humble kin. Mmiev back guarantee.

Stock No. 70,209-A (230 pcs) $3.00 Ppd.

Stock No. 70.210-A (350 pcs) S5.00 Ppd.

INSTRUCTION BOOKLETS

n TIIA I'UISK-Cl' l’lKiuiyniphy 9042-A

"Handbook of Heavens."

Stock No. 85,050-A $29.95 Postpaid

4Va REFLECTING ’SCOPE—Up to 270 POWER
Stock No. 65,006-A $74.50

,
F. 0. B. Barrington, New Jersey

•

| TWO-STAGE ROCKET TOY—
Simple*, .safe — demountrates piinci-

J |, pies of jet rockets. Uses water and
mM air as fuel. First stage soars up 2(M)

Lo 200 feet- then second stage is au-
sill; tomatically released, going still high-

1 er, A second stage satellite is also in-

ijra eluded and may be subst it tiled. Made
AWfa of Butyrate plastic. Set includes fuel

j

|Ppif| supply tank and air injection pump.
Stock No. 70,157-A 52.98 Postpaid

TERRIFIC BUY! AMERICAN MADE!
OPAQUE PROJECTOR

j

Projects ill lisi rat ions ii]) tn 3" x

|

‘Ms" and enlarges them to 1 ft.

wide. Ideal ter sales meetings,
designers, erlisis. >rhouls. clubs,
scout meetings, parlies, "shuw-
aml-tell." elc. .V> til in nr nega-
tives needed. Projects charts,
diagrams, pictures, plmins. let-

tering ii 1 full cnlnr nr hlaek-and
,

white. *• Ipcrai es nn ll-'i \nlt. A.F.
current I'.ulb is i.nlinary ‘•il-wali

l.vjie. u-ft extension eon! and plug. Approved by I'mler-
writers' I.abcraioi ies. hie. Size IU" x s" x l

l g" wid>\
Weight 1 lb.. 2 nz. •’laslii case with Imih-in
handle.

Stock No. 70,199-A $7.9$ Postpaid

Get FREE CATALOG A
WAR SURPLUS ELECTRIC GENERATOR 100 PAGES — OVER 1000 BARGAINS

taulers ^for bd i ii is ha i I

.

Has 2 A I mien Magnets. Weight 2 lbs. Cost to Govern-
ment. $15,011.

Stock No, 50,225-A $3.95 Postpaid

A literiea's No, 1 source of supply for I

science experimenters, hobbyists. The
World's largest variety of Optical flggj
Items. Bargains galore. . . . War sur- ny0g£gj~'
plus — Imported — Monicshc! Micro-

scopes. Infrared suipersi opes and

rors and dozens of other hurd-lo-gct I

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG A

ORDER ar STOC* NUMlfR .SEND CHICK OR MONEY ORDER, SATISFACTION GUARANTIED!

EDMUND SCIENTIFIC CO., BARRINGTON, N. J.


